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SENSITIVE HEART OF RUSSIA 
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Sergei Esenin was born on October 4, 1895, in Konstantinovo, a 
village lying on the high right bank of the Oka in Central Russia. Today, 
as in the poet’s day: 


The hill as white as ever gleams... 
And at its foot 
Still stands the big grey boulder. 


From here you can see vast water-meadows carpeted with flowers in 
summer, sparkling lakes, coppices fading intothe distance and the blue blur 
of the Meshchora forest on the horizon. 

Esenin spent his whole childhood in Konstantinovo. Barefoot, he would 
run off with other boys of his age to play in the meadows, or they would 
take horses to water down by the river. “At night in calm weather the moon 
stands upright in the water,” he recalled, “When the horses were drinking 
I thought they might drink the moon up at any moment and I was so glad 
when the moon floated away from their mouths on the ripples.” 

Flowers, rustling reeds, the lapping of waves—the beauty of the country- 
side inspired poetry. As an adolescent, Esenin was already writing lyrical 
poems about nature. 

He went to the village school from 1905, then in 1909, at the age of 
fourteen, was enrolled at the Spas-Klepiki teacher training school about 
30 kilometres away. On completing studies there he received the grade of 
elementary school teacher. 

“I began writing verse early, when I was about nine, but I date my 
serious writing to the age of 16 or 17,” he said later. 

In 1912 he went to Moscow, intending to devote himself seriously to 
studies and poetry. His interest in literature brought him to the Surikov 
literary and musical circle which was at that time a meeting-place for bud- 
ding writers of worker and peasant origin. 

Early in 1913 he got a job as proof-reader’s assistant at the Sytin 
printing-house. In the evenings he attended lectures at the Shanyavsky 
People’s University, ranging from Russian and West European literature, 
French and Russian history to modern philosophy, politics, economics 
and logic. 

A turning-point in his life was the spring of 1915: 


A village dreamer, 
In the city 
A first-class poet I became. 
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“I had already written the book of poems Radunitsa,” he recalled. 
‘‘T sent some of the poems to St. Petersburg journals and, not getting any 
reply, went there myself.” It was a journey into the unknown. He went 
without money or letters of recommendation, with his sole wealth—his 
poems. 

Arriving in the Russian capital Esenin went straight .from the railway 
station to find the poet Alexander Blok. 

' Russia was at war and he found a wartime city, renamed Petrograd,on 

the outbreak of hostilities with Germany in 1914. 

On March 9, 1915, Alexander Blok wrote in his diary: ‘‘Peremyshl 
surrendered, Fatigue. Ryazan lad with poems in the afternoon.” 

Esenin brought his very own Russia to the famous poet: 


A garland just for you I weave 

And your grey path I strew with flowers. 
O Russta, land of perfect peace, 

I love you and I trust your powers. 


Blok had seen and heard many poets in his lifetime, both budding 
poets and famous ones. Little could surprise him. Yet Esenin did surprise, 
or rather, excite him. ‘‘Fresh, clear and resonant verse,” he noted. 

At their first meeting Blok chose six poems for publication. They made 
up a small cycle of verses. Knowing how difficult it was for a young poet, 
especially of peasant origin, to get his work published in the capital, and 
also aware that Esenin had no friends or acquaintances in Petrograd, had, in 
fact, nowhere to stay, Blok sent Esenin with the poems he had selected 
and a brief letter of recommendation to the poet Sergei Gorodetsky and the 
writer Mikhail Murashev. They both did all they could to help Esenin, 
especially in the first few months. , 

Shortly afterwards a reviewer wrote about Esenin’s poems: ‘‘Listening 
to this verse, the weary, sated townsman senses the forgotten aroma of the 
fields, the cheerful scent of freshly-ploughed earth, the working life of the 
peasant he knows so little about, and his sluggish heart sophisticated by its 
searching and ordeals, begins to beat with something new and joyful.” 


Esenin’s first book of verse, Radunitsa, appeared early in 1916. 

“Poetry is everywhere. One must only be able to sense it... In Esenin 
there speaks the spontaneous feeling of the peasant. Nature and the country- 
side have enriched his language with wondrous colours... There is nothing 
more precious for Esenin than his native land.” This highly appreciative 
and penetrating comment on Esenin’s first book was made by Professor 
P. N. Sakulin, a great lover and connoisseur of Russian poetry. 

In later editions of Radunitsa Esenin included his remarkable poem 
“Russia”. The image of the homeland in this poem is not obscured by 
religious symbols or vocabulary. It is the poet’s own voice, his own song of 
his native land that we hear. 

‘‘What distinguished me sharply from many Petersburg poets of that 
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period,” wrote Esenin, ‘‘was that they succumbed to a militant patriotism 
whereas I, for all my love of the Ryazan fields and my fellow countrymen, 
was always bitterly opposed to the imperialist war and to militant patriot- 
ism... I even got into trouble for not writing patriotic poems on the theme 
‘thunder peals of victory, roar!’, but a poet can only write about things 
with which he has an organic link.” ‘ 


Esenin’s time was one of great change in the history of Russia. It saw 
the barricades of the 1905 revolution, the conflagration of the First World 
War, the downfall of the tsarist autocracy in February 1917 and the October 
Revolution in that same year, 

The universal significance of the events of the October days gripped the 
poet’s imagination. Noteworthy is his poem of 1918, ‘‘The Drummer of 
Heaven”’. 


Like leaves the stars are tumbling 
Into our rivers blue. 

Long live the revolution 

On earth as in heaven too! 


Our hearts like bombs we're pitching. 
We sow the snowstorm’s rage. 

Do we want icon spittle 

Upon our pearly gates? 


Do we fear the White commanders 
Of the gorilla herd? 

To a new Shore see it charging 
Like cavalry—the world. 


This and other poems of the 1917-19 period, such as ‘‘Cantata’”’, 
“Come, Russia, proud wings plying...” and “‘Waken me early tomorrow...” 
are his first turn to historical and revolutionary themes, they are essays of 
strength by a poet feeling the call to portray Russia in upsurge. 

Yet it must be acknowledged that in his poems of those years he was 
still not clear as to the true essence of the revolution. It was in this complex 
period that Esenin’s ‘peasant slant” was most in evidence. ‘I was wholly 
on the side of the October Revolution,” he wrote, ‘‘but I interpreted it 
all in my own way, giving it a peasant slant.” 

This is not to say that he was not aware of the leading and organising 
force of the working class, of the Bolsheviks who followed Lenin. He was 
constantly looking to the Bolsheviks. 

But for very many people at that time it was hard to grasp the full 
significance of this turning-point in the life of Russia. 

The fierce blows struck at the young Soviet republic by armed foreign 
intervention, the economic blockade and wartime destruction increased 
the poet’s confusion and anxiety which prompted tragic passages in his 
‘Prayers for the Dead”: 
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O it’s fine for them staring and standing, 
With tin kisses rouging their mouths. 

T alone have to sing, as sacristan, 
Laments for my country aloud. 


This poem and ‘Secret world, old world of mine...” express anguish 
and sorrow for the old and doomed rural life, as well as painful concern 
for the future of Russia. 

Unforgettable is the image of Esenin’s ‘‘red-maned foal’’: 


Have you seen it 

Through steppeland roaring 
In misty lakeland rain 

With its iron nostril snoring 
And on iron paws—the train? 


And after it 

Through deep grasses 

With limbs it can scarce control 
Ina frelicsome race there passes 
A high-kicking red-maned foal? 


Silly-billy, absurdly coursing, 

Where’s he dashing to through the field? 
Why, does he not know live horses 
Have lost out to mounts of steel? 


The course of history cannot be reversed—and the poct senses 
this. 

In 1920 he wrote: “It now greatly saddens me that history is passing 
through a grievous era of mortification of the individual as a [iving person, 
what is coming is not at all the socialism I was thinking of...” In “Letter to 
a Woman” he wrote of that period: . 


But you didn’t know: 

In the thick smoke, 

In the turmoil of life swiftly spreading 
What tortured me was I did not know 
Where our ship of fate was heading... 


In 1924 in an unfinished article on modern literature Esenin wrote: 
“During the years of the revolution, when the old way of life had been 
destroyed and the new one had not yet been able to emerge in the whirl- 
wind of events, creative writing in our country was as whirling and explo- 
sive as the age of the revolution itself. The realm of chaos had arrived. 
There were the most incredible rifts and remarkable unions. Innumerable 
vroups and trends were formed. Writers and poets who had drawn their 


15 


strength from the old order either went abroad or kept quiet, and those 
who accepted the revolution marched in step with it.” 

Engendered by the October Revolution, young Soviet literature grew 
and developed in an ideological struggle against bourgeois decadent 
literature; during its period of formation it also had to overcome the 
influence of various (basically petty-bourgeois) groups which under the 
smoke-screen of their “‘revolutionary’’ manifestoes, declarations and 
slogans about a new art were in fact seeking to inject alien bourgeois aesthet- 
ic theories into a young Soviet literature and to influence the work of 
writers who had sided with the revolutionary people. The Imagists were 
in fact one such literary group. The organisers of this group (V. Shershe- 
nevich and A. Marienhof) published a Declaration at the beginning of 
1919—the literary manifesto of the Imagists, which Esenin also signed. 

In their literary views the majority of the Imagists were typical] repre- 
sentatives of formalist art. While ‘criticising’ the Futurist slogan ‘the 
word is an end in itself’, they persistently advanced the ‘“‘new’’ slogan of 
‘the image is an end in itself’, interpreting it in an openly formalist 
manner. They categorically declared: ‘‘Art is form. Content is part of 
form.” 

In associating with the Imagists, Esenin thought at first that his aesthetic 
principles were close to their creative endeavours. In fact, however, the 
formalist writing of the Imagists was profoundly alien to Esenin's poetry. 
Although they were unable to divert Esenin from the high road of realism, 
the Imagists did occasionally lead him astray on to their tortuous formalist 
by-ways. In the Imagists’ literary café Pegasus’ Stall Esenin was often 
surrounded by bourgeois, bohemian sort of people. All this had a bad 
influence on the poet and, in the final analysis, on his work. 

The tragic theme of the man whois alien in spirit to déclassé bohemian- 
ism and who seeks to break free from its tenacious claws is developed by 
Esenin in several poems of the ‘Moscow of the Taverns” cycle: 


I'm justas proud and dogged, 
But with new pain | smart— 
My nose they used to bloody, 
Now I've a bloodied heart. 


And now [ tell—not mummy, 

But aloud mob hostile to me: 

“T's nothing. I tripped and tumbled, 
By morning the bruise will heal.” 


It is no accident that in 1925 the poet remarked: “‘Imagism was a 
formal school which we wanted to set up. But this school had no firm 
ground beneath it, and died of its own accord, leaving the field of battle 
to the organic image.” 


In 1921 Esenin married Isadora Duncan. On May 10, 1927, they went 
by air to Germany. He spent nearly two years abroad touring almost the 
whole of Europe and travelling to America. Away from home shores he 
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wrote very little. But he repeatedly stressed the importance for him of 
having visited Europe and America. 

After his encounter with bourgeois life Esenin underwent a great change 
in his views and, most importantly, saw what was taking place in his 
country in a different light. “I love Russia. It recognises no power but 
Soviet power,” he announced with forthrightness and political conviction 
in the first interview he gave abroad. 

He was particularly shaken by the spiritual poverty reigning in the 
West, by the utter indifference of ‘‘the powers that be’ to the lot of mil- 
lions of common people. 

‘There, in Moscow,” he wrote to Marienhof, ‘‘we thought that Europe 
was a most extensive market for the dissemination of our ideas in poetry, 
but, my goodness, now from here | see how splendid and rich Russia is in 
this respect. I think there is not and cannot be another country like it.” 

The poet gave his article about America the expressive titlk—The 
Iron Mirgorod", after Gogol’s story about philistinism in a small Ukrai- 
nian town. “It was only abroad that I realised fully the importance of the 
Russian revolution which saved the world from hopeless philistinism,” 
he said. 


His travels in the West helped Esenin to be finally convinced of the 
great historical truth affirmed by Lenin. 

The new Soviet life in town and country was now more and more 
convincingly replying to the question which only a short while before 
had tormented the poet and many of his fellow countrymen: ‘Where 
are events taking us?’ With joyous excitement he speaks of this in 
his verses: 


I see itall 
And clearly understand 
That this new era's 
Not a passing phase, 
That Lenin's name 
Stirs like a wind the land, 
Sets thoughts in motion 
Like a windmills sails. 


Like a revelation, a summing up of his untiring quest of truth in the 
years of the revolution resound Esenin's stirring words: ‘‘...1 have grown 
to love Communist construction even more. Even if I am not close to the 
Communists, as a romantic in my poems, | am close to them in my mind 
and I hope that perhaps | shall become close to them in my writing too.” 

The poct now links the name of Lenin and Communist policy, above 
all, with the enormous social changes taking place before his very cyes 
in the life of Russia's peasants. ‘I've just come from the country, you 
know," he told the writer Yuri Libedinsky, “And it’s all Lenin! He knew 
what to say to make the country stir. What strength he has, eh?’ 

Characteristic is once of the key episodes in the narrative poem “Anna 
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Snegina”, where the peasants persist in asking their fellow countryman 
about the main thing that concern them in the revolution: 


SO now say: 
Will the land be turned over to us peasants 
Without any fees to pay? 
‘Keep your hands off!— 
The government! roar at us 
And tell us to bide our time. 
Then what were we fighting the war for 
- And perishing in the front line?” 
And each of them smiling sullenly 
Looked searchingly straight in my eye, 
While I with a heavy heart wondered 
And nothing could say in reply. 
My head buzzed, the porch steps were trembling, 
This question of theirs though 
Came through: 
“What sort of a person 
Is Lenin?” 
I softly replied: 
“He is you!” 


These aphoristic lines about Lenin are highly significant. They attest 
the poet’s true sense of history, his understanding that Lenin was a man 
of the people, his policies and views were those of the people and there 
was a living bond *etwee:. the leader of the revolution and the broad 
masses. 

““He is you” is also the reply the poet makes to himself, it is his own 
discovery of Lenin’s essence, his revolutionary cause and immortal ideas. 

This discovery and deep political conviction run ‘through Esenin’s 
“Ballad of the Twenty-Six” and other revolutionary works of his. 

Esenin was almost the first poet ever to portray the path of the toiling 
peasantry to proletarian revolution. 

The theme of two Russians—the disappearing one and the Soviet 
one—is developed further in his poems “Returning Home” and “Soviet 
Russia’. These poems, rich in thought, impress one as epic works of 
great social force and also as a profoundly personal confession by the 
poet about that which is dear to him. Behind each particular episode one 
is aware of the struggle and seething life of the whole country. What is 
Esenin’s social, civic position in these poems? What concerns him most? 
The poet’s thoughts and feelings here are honest. At the same time they 
are complex and contradictory like the reality which surrounded him: 


What then! 
Forgive me, native haunts. 


1 The bourgeois government. 
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I’m pleased enough if you in any way I’ve aided. 
What if my songs are sung today no more— 
Was I not heeded when my land was ailing? 
Young people, thrive! Be fit and firm of body! 
A life that’s different, different songs you know. 
While I along my lonely road go plodding, 
Forever having quelled a rebel soul. 


But even then 

When feuding, 

Lies and sorrow ‘ 

No longer hold this world of ours in thrall 
I still shall laud 

With all my poet’s power 

This one-sixth of the world 

Which “Russia” we call. 


Thus behind the outwardly ordinary, traditional theme of the hero’s 
retum to his native village after travelling round the world, Esenin de- 
velops the theme of Russia. The many-faceted, artistically capacious 
image of the homeland is historically concrete and full of great social 
content. Here we find both a critical view of Russia’s past and faith 
in the strength of the Russia of today and tomorrow, in its future. 


Esenin was a truly great national poet. His work does not fit into 
the framework of “peasant poetry”. Yet during his lifetime Esenin was 
firmly relegated by the critics to the group of ‘‘peasant poets”, 

This “traditional” view of Esenin prevailed for a long time in critical 
literature about the poet. 

There can be no doubt that the roots of Esenin’s poetry lie in the 
Ryazan countryside. He speaks with pride about his peasant origin: “My 
old man, he was a peasant, here am I—a peasant’s son.” It is no accident 
that in the revolutionary days of 1917 Esenin saw himself as the con- 
tinuer of the traditions of the well-known nineteenth-century poet 
Alexei Koltsov. 

But there is yet another important factor which must not be for- 
gotten or. overlooked. Russia was a peasant country. The three Russian 
revolutions of the twentieth centuty were revolutions in a peasant 
country. The peasant question was always of concern to the most pro- 
gressive minds, 

History gave Russia the one and only way of solving the ‘‘peasant 
question”—socialist reconstruction of the Russian countryside. While 
accepting this way with his mind, Esenin felt in his heart that it would 
by no means be as easy and simple for peasant Russia to follow this 
path ‘as some of his contemporaries imagined. Hence Esenin’s con- 
stant anxious, sometimes tormented reflections on the future of peasant 
Russia: 
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For long enough, soil-tilling Russia, 
You followed the primitive plough! 
The poplar and birch suffer anguish 
At the poverty seen all around. 


For myself, I don’t know my own future... 
I’ve no place in the new life, I feel, 

Yet still wish to see poor drab Russia 

A prospering country of steel. 


With all his heart Esenin accepts and is eager to extol the beauty 
of nascent “steel” Russia, for it is to her that the future belongs. At the 
same time his love for the ‘“‘Ryazan plains” did not diminish to the end of 
his days. There is no real contradiction here. Only an apparent one. 
For man and nature, man and his native land are the eternal themes 
of poetry. 


In 1924 Esenin went to the Caucasus, where he wrote the de- 
lightful cycle of lyrical poems entitled ‘“‘Persian Themes”. In them 
ordinary facts of everyday life are fused into poetry remarkable for its 
artistic expressiveness: 


Shaganeh, my divine Shaganeh! 

In the North is a girl who is waiting 
And your likeness to her is amazing, 
And it may be she murmurs my name... 
Shaganeh, my divine Shaganeh. 


The beauty of Oriental landscape is entrancing, the southern breeze 
is balmy, and the poet’s heart is light when he is with his beloved. But 
thoughts of home do not leave the poet even here, He is irresistibly 
drawn to the land of his fathers and forefathers: ‘ 


Be Shiraz city never so fair, 
It’s Ryazan’s rolling plains that delight me. 


Humaneness, the feeling of friendship, sincerity and romanticism, 
the combination of Oriental colours with the poetry of the Russian plains, 
perfection of form—all this is present in his ‘Persian Themes” to the 
highest degree. This cycle of poems rightly ranks among the crowning 
achievements of world lyric poetry. 


In the summer of 1925 Esenin returned to Moscow. He strove to 
bring order into his personal everyday life. He wrote about this inten- 
tion of his in a letter from the Caucasus: “I will not drink as I used to, 
to spite everyone. I shall be reticent and proper. In general, I want to 
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confuse everyone. I don’t like what everyone thinks about me... In spring, 
when I come, I shall not allow anyone to be close to me... All that was 
a farewell to youth. Now it will be different.” 

The poet’s sensitive and vulnerable heart yearned for life and light. We 
know how productive the time he spent in the Caucasus was, with what 
love and firm belief he wrote about Soviet Russia, the events of the 
October Revolution and Lenin, In the poem “‘My Path” he says: 


What now? 

I see my youth depart! 

It’s time for getting down 

To business, 

For curbing my unruly heart 

And starting more maturely singing. 
And may a different rural life 

With a new vigour 

Fill me... 


This “maturity” unfortunately escaped the notice of many of his 
friends and some literary critics. They continued to assert he was a 
“real” poet not in “Soviet Russia” but in his poems about Moscow’s 
taverns. 

Esenin, who -had given, or rather, sacrificed everything for his work 
and whose ‘whole life was his poetry”, as Dmitri Furmanov once 
remarked, was sorely pained by these attacks. 

This may be sensed almost physically in his poem ‘‘The Man in 
Black’’, which is the poet’s requiem. 

With tragic sincerity Esenin speaks in his poetic confession about 
the ‘‘darkness” which has sullied his pure soul and is tormenting his 
heart. But this is only one facet, one aspect of the poem. 

Esenin’s “loathsome guest” is not only and not so much his per- 
sonal enemy. He is the enemy of all that is fine, the enemy of Man. In 
the poem he is the personification of all the dark forces inherited by the 
new world from the old one, continually corrupting human souls. 

In the poem Esenin struck out at ‘‘the man in black” so violently 
and exposed his “black soul” so fearlessly that the need for a merciless 
battle with him became clear for everyone. This, to my mind, is the 
second aspect of the poem. 

In November 1925 Esenin entered a Moscow hospital for treatment 
and also to get away from the environment which he was finding in- 
creasingly oppressive and painful. The same desire to change his sur- 
roundings and get away from his Moscow “friends” took him to Lenin- 
grad at the end of December 1925, where he planned to stay until the 
summer and then go to see Maxim Gorky in Italy. But these plans 
were never realised. On the night of December 27, 1925, Esenin com- 
mitted suicide in the Hotel Angleterre in Leningrad. A day before his 
tragic end Esenin wrote the poem “Aurevoir, my friend, aurevoir...” 

The poet's “friends” and certain critics tried to represent the poem 
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as Esenin’s poetic testament and even as an expression of the “spirit” 
of the times. Esenin’s ‘‘admirers” of the petty-bourgeois bent argued 
that Esenin’s collapse was inevitable, that the poet had squandered all 
his poetic potential and that his lyrical talent was in conflict with the 
age. So Mayakovsky wrote the poem “To Sergei Esenin” in which he 
sought to wrest Esenin from those who wished to make the poet’s death 
serve their own ends. 


Unfortunately very many of those who have written about Esenin, 
especially just after his death, saw in him primarily just the bard of 
vanishing patriarchal peasant Russia. 

All this was in the most direct way bound up with the very sharp 
battle of ideas that was being waged in literary circles during the 
formative period of the young Soviet state between, on the one hand, 
authors who were creating the new Soviet literature, openly siding with 
the revolution and furthering the splendid traditions of the Russian 
classics—traditions of realism, popular spirit and civic responsibility, 
and, on the other hand, the members of various literary groups and 
trends who, as a rule, adopted the standpoint of petty-bourgeois for- 
malist art. 

To detach Esenin from the major events of his age, to oppose his 
work to the times in which he lived, to present him as standing apart 
from the social storms and revolutionary upheavals which he witnessed— 
is to destroy the poet, to destroy the social and national significance of 
his poetry. — 

- The titles Esenin gave to his new books were On Russia and the 
Revolution, Soviet Russia and The Soviet Land. They contain the voice 
of the new Russia, its dreams, hopes and fears, they contain the soul 
of the people, the soul of the poet, they contain life itself in the eternal 
conflict of good and evil. We feel how difficult it was for the poet to bid 
a final farewell to the past and we see how hard it was for him some- 
times to tread the unexplored paths of the new life. 

"But which of the poets—Esenin’s contemporaries—found it easy? 
Blok? Mayakovsky? “All poetry is a journey into the unknown.” 

Blok, Esenin and Mayakovsky are sometimes contrasted, And 
sometimes one of them is “raised up” at the expense of the others. Or, 
which is worse, the work of one of them becomes a kind of yardstick, 
and other works which do not measure up to it and demand their own 
analysis, are placed outside socialist realism. All this results in a one- 
sided, impoverished idea of the poetry of the age of the October 
Revolution. 

For all their ideological and artistic differences Blok, Mayakovsky 
and Esenin were united on the main point—their genuine concern for 
the fate of insurgent Russia. Each of them was totally on the side of the 
October Revolution, each said his own inspired word about those un- 
forgettable days. . | 

Esenin’s poetry is highly dramatic and true. It is full of sharp social 
conflicts and tragic collisions, profound and sometimes, it would seem, 
insuperable contradictions. ‘‘Prayers for the Dead”, “Anna Snegina”, 
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‘“‘Pugachev’’, “‘Stanzas’’, ‘“Moscow of the Taverns’, ‘Persian Themes”— 
at first it is hard to imagine that all these poems were written by the 
same man, and, what is more, over a very short period of time. 

It is essential to have a clear idea of the objective character of the 
contradictions in Esenin’s poetry and not to ignore the main tendency, 
the main line of development in his work, which brought the poet from 
“Prayers for the Dead” to “Soviet Russia” and “Anna Snegina”, works 
which make Esenin a classic of Soviet poetry. 

Leonid Leonov was right when he wrote in January 1926: ‘‘Esenin’s 
melodious talent was marked by a powerful creative charge. I am deeply 
convinced that Sergei Esenin could have done a great deal more. His 
creative juices had not yet dried up, a little longer and they would have 
gushed out of the Esenin recesses again, as the bright and sweet sap ap- 
pears in a notch on a birch-tree in spring. : 


Maxim Gorky, Alexei Tolstoy, Boris Lavrenev, Dmitri Furma- 
nov and other prominent men of letters paid tribute at that same time 
to the unfading strength of his verse, and hailed-him as a great national 
poet. 


The figure of Esenin, the poet and man, a striking and unique per- 
sonality, is emerging ever clearer in our day. 

“He was a big, handsome man,” recalled the sculptor and artist 
Sergei Konenkov. ‘Even then, in his lifetime, his external appearance 
and his poetry seemed to me to be a phenomenon on a par with Cha- 
liapin.” 

Esenin could not stand falsity, hypocrisy or affectation, he ‘‘was 
always himself’. Truthfulness was the main‘trait of his talent. He had 
every justification to say of himself and his poetry: ‘‘I never lie at heart.” 

Open-hearted and ready to give people everything he had, Esenin 
was by no means as simple as he appeared to some of his contemporaries. 
The writer Nikolai Nikitin noted: “He was a man both complex and 
simple in his own way. And to a certain extent reserved, however strange 
this may sound about a person who lived his life in tumult.” 

The poet Boris Pasternak observed: ‘“‘Since the days of Koltsov the 
soil of Russia has produced nothing more indigenous, spontaneous, 
fitting and native than Sergei Esenin... At the same time Esenin was a 
live and throbbing instance of that artistry which, following Pushkin, we 
call the supreme Mozartian principle, the Mozartian element.” 

A contemporary of his, the poet Nikolai Tikhonov has said: ‘The 
man of the future will also read Esenin as people read him today... His 
poems cannot grow old. In their veins flows the everlastingly young 
blood of everlastingly throbbing poetry.” 

While much in Esenin’s poetry is uniquely national, appealing 
above all to Russian hearts, and much has dated, the main elements 
of his poetry which will ever continue to entrance people of all nations 
remain unaffected by time or place: the supremely dramatic quality of 
his thoughts and feelings in an era of unprecedented social transforma- 
‘tions, and his ardent love for his native land and nature. This last aspect 
of his poetry makes him even dearer to present-day readers who are 
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confronted not only with the boons of scientific and technological 
progress but also with its negative consequences, with a threat to the 
environment, with everything Esenin’s sensitive heart foresaw and which 
he wamed us about with such insight, such feeling for the earth and such 
a sense of responsibility for its future. 


... YetamI happy. 

From the host of storms 

Impressions that are quite unique I bring. 
The whirlwind has my destiny adorned 
With golden-textured flowering. 


Such was the poet’s true destiny—a generous, daring, splendid and 
anxious one, full of dramatic deliberations, doubts, joys and light... 


YURI PROKUSHEV 


LYRICS 
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* * 


BoT yx Beep. Poca 
ByiecTuT Ha Kpanuse, 

A cToro y Fopory, 

II pHcNOHMBLUIMCh K MBE, 


OT JIYHbI CBeT GonbWwOon 
TIpamo Ha Hallly Kpbillly. 
[ye-TO NecHb COJIOBbA 
Byaneke & CJIbILLY, 


MOPOULIO H Teo, 
Kak 3HMOM y MeUKH. 
VY Gepe3ni cToar, 

Kak OoJIbILIHe CBeUKH, 


M Baas 3a peKon, 
BHO, 3a ONYWKOH, 
COHHbIK CTOPOX CTYYHT 
MepTBou KOJOTYWIKOH. 


1910 
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It is dusk now. With dew 
The nettles are gleaming. 


At the roadside I pause 
On a willow leaning. 


Silver moonbeams here 
On our roof are falling. 
In the distance I hear 

A nightingale warbling. 


Like a winter stove, all 
Breathes warmth and gladness 
And the birches are tall, 

Like enormous candles, 


Where the river flows 

The far forest rounding, 

A sleepy watchman goes 
His clapper board sounding. 


1910 
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* + + 


Tam, re KallyCTHble rpAqkKu 
KpacHou BOAOK NOMBaeT BOCXON, 
KyleHeHOYeK MaJICHBKHH MaTKe 
3eneHoe BbIMA COCET, 


1910 
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Where the sunrise scarlet water 
Sprinkles on the cabbage beds, 
A young maple tree is sucking 
At its mother’s pale green breast. 


1910 
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* * + 


BpITKasiCa Ha O3epe asIbIM CBET 3apH. 
Ha 6opy co 3BOHaMH MyauyT rsyxXapu. 


IInaueT rye-TO HBOsITa, CKOPOHACh B AYIJIO. 
ToOubKO MHEe He IlaueTCa — Ha AYWe CBeTIO, 


3HaQb, BbIMelIb K BeYepy 3a KOJIbIUO FOpOr, 
CsayjeM B KONHbI CBexKve MOY COCeAHHM CTOF. 


Sallenyro JOMbAHA, H3OMHY, Kak IBeT, 
XMEJIBHOMY OT paylocTu Mepecyy HET. 


TbI CaMa Noy ylacKaMu COpOCHIIb WIeJIK carat, 
YHECy A MbAHY!O CO yTpa B KYCTBI. 


Vi nyckali CO 3BOHaMH HyayyT riyxapH, 
EcTb TockKa Beceyiax B ayIOCTAX 3apH, 


1910 
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VY 


* %* 


Scarlet rays the rising sun weaves into the lake. 
Woodcocks, wailing on the boughs, pinewood echoes wake. 


There’s a weeping oriole hidden in a tree. 
I alone don’t wish to weep—all is fine with me. 


Down the road at eventide you shall come, I know. 
In the nearest rick we’ll sit with fresh hay below. 


I shall kiss you till you swoon, crush you like a bloom. 
When a fellow’s drunk with joy for reason there’s no room. 


You'll respond to my caress, cast your veil away, 
I shall bear you to the bushes, there till dawn we'll stay. 


Let the woodcocks loud and long weep their fill and mourn! 
There’s a merry wistfulness in the scarlet dawn. 


1910 
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JIbIMOM MouOBOLbe 
3ayM3aso WI. 
2KeJITbIe MOBOTbA 
Mecall ypouuu. 


Eny Ha Oapkace, 
Tbraycb B Gepera. 
LlepKBaMu y Npscen 
Pbbkue crora. 


3ayHbIBHbIM KapKOM 
B Tawny OONOT 
YepHasd riyxapkKa 

K BCeHOIMHOK 3OBeT. 


Pouja CHHHM MpakKOM 
Kpoet rombitb6y... 
Tlomosroch yKpayqKon 
3a TBOIO cybOy. 


1910 
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Like a mist, flood waters 
Lick the river silt. 

Shiny yellow halters 

From the moon have slipped. 


My boat slowly turning 
Noses river banks. 

Shocks of hay like churches 
Line the field in ranks. 


With a mournful croaking 
In the silent marsh 

I hear woodgrouse call me 
To the all-night mass. 


Shady groves are hiding 
Poverty from view... 

When there’s no one looking 
I shall pray for you. 


1910 
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CpinmyleT YepemyXa CHETOM, 
3ejIeHb B IfBeTy HM poce. 

B none, CKJIOHAACh K MOOeramM, 
XOJAT Tpauu B Nonoce. 


HvKHyT WIeJIKOBbIe TpaBbl, 

TlaxHeT CMOJMCTOM COCHOKH. 
Od BbI, ryra uM WyOpaBbl, — 
A ON ypMaHeH BecHOH. 


PagyrorT Table BecTH, 
CBeTaATcA B YWIY MOK. 
]IyMato & O HeBecTe, 
TOJIbKO O Hei JIMMIb Moro. 


CbIlb ThI, YepeMyXa, CHETOM, 
IIonTe BbI, NTAaXH, B JIecy. 
IIo noo 3bIOHCTbIM 6ErOM 
IleHou A UBeT pasHecy. 


1910 
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Blossom white bird cherries scatter 
On the dewy grass like snow. 
Hungry rooks in ploughland gather, 
Picking worms up as they go. 


Low the silk-smooth grass 1s bending, 
Pitch scents to the pine-trees cling. 
Groves in leaf, and luscious meadows— 
How my senses reel in spring! 


Secret tidings give me pleasure, 
Heart-ease and delight they bring. 
There’s a‘girl whose love I treasure 
And of her alone I sing. 


Shed your blossom-snow, bird cherries! 
Sing, birds, in the shady groves. 
Weaving up and down the meadows 
I’ll go scattering flower foam. 


1910 
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3BE3IbI 


3Be3](0UKH ACHBIEe, 3BE3]{bI BbICOKHe! 
YTo BbI XpaHutTe B Cee, YTO CKpbIBaeTe? 
3Be3]bl, TaAujHe MbICIM riryOoKuHe, 
CHJIOM KaKOW BbI ylily WieHAeTe? 


Uactple 3Be3,04KH, 3Be3,0UKH TeCHpIe! 

UTO B Bac MpeKpacHOro, TO B Bac Moryyero? 
Cem ysuleKaeTe, 3Be3],bI HeOecHBIe, 

Cuny BeMKy!0 3HaHHA *KTyyero? 


Vs mouemy Tak, KOrj{a BbI CusAeTe, 
Maunte B HeOO, B OObATLA LIMpOKHe? 
CMOTPHTe HeKHO TAK, Cepye acKaerTe, 
3Be3]{bI HEOECHBIE, 3Be3)[bI JameKue! 


1911 


37 


STARS 


Stars in the firmament, glittering splendidly, 

What is the secret you guard and withhold from us? 
Stars deeply treasuring thoughts of profundity, 
What is the charm that you exercise over us? 


Stars bright and plentiful, crowding the Universe, 
What makes you beautiful, what makes you powerful? 
How do you prompt in us, stars bight and numerous, 
A curiosity so insurmountable? 


Why do you seem to be, when you're so luminous, 
Heavenward luring us, fondly embracing us? 
Kindly you gaze on us, cheering and soothing us, 
Stars up in heaven there, so faraway from us! 


1911 
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Matylika B KynanbHuly Mo mecy xoquma. 
bocaa, c NopyTbIKaMi, Io poce Opoyusa. 


TpaBbI BOpOxXOMHBEIe HOrH eX KOJONN, 
IInakana poquMad B KynbIpax oT Oonn. 


He 03HaMo NeyveHu Cyyopra cxBaTMIa, 
OxHyJla KOPMHIMa, TyT MH NOpowusa. 


Poywsicd A C NeCHAMH B TpaBHOM Ojfeasie, 
3opH MeHA BeLUHHe B payyry CBMBAaIIN. 


Bpipoc « 0 3penOcTH, BHYK KyMaJIbCKOM HOH, 
CyTeMeHb KOJINOBHad CYaCTbe MHE Mpopoyn’. 


TobKO He M10 COBeCTH C4acTbe HaroToBe, 
BplOuparo yy\aJibio vu ryia3a HM Oposy, 


Kak CHe>kHHKa 6ea4, B IPOCHHH A Tako 
Ta k cyqb6e-pa3y4Hne Crey CBOM 3aMeTalo. 


1912 
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Barefoot on Midsummer Eve in the forest yonder 
Mother went with skirt tucked up in the dew to wander. 


Her bare feet were stung by herbs blessed with magic 
_ power, 
In the meadow grass she wept, painful was that hour. 


Suddenly she cried aloud, pain her body shaking, 
Down she lay and on the spot gave birth to a baby, 


I was born to sound of song, meadow grass tucked 


round me. 
In a rainbow bright the sun every morning bound me. 


Child of rural summer rites, I grew wiser, bolder. 
Magic-making eventide happiness foretold me. 


Happiness though doesn’t come simply for the asking. 
Pretty eyes and brows I'll choose in a manner dashing. 


Like a white snowflake I melt into blueness, hiding 
Traces of my passage from Fate, the great divider. 


1912 
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BEPE3A 


benaa Oepe3a 

Ilo] MOHM OKHOM 

II pHHakpbiyacb CHeroM, 
TouHo cepeOpom. 


Ha myuinMcrbix BeTKax 
CHe>KHO!O KaHMon 
PacilyCTHsIMCb KMCTH 
benou 6axpomon. 


Vi crout Gepe3a 

B COHHOHM THIIHHE, 
Vs ropaT cHexxHHKH 
B 30JIOTOM OrHe. 


A 3ap4, JICHHBO 
O6xoqa Kpyrom, 
O6cbinaeT BeTKH 
HosbIm cepeOpom. 


1913 
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THE BIRCH-TREE 


Just below my window 
Stands a birch-trée white, 
Under snow in winter 
Gleaming silver bright. 


On the fluffy branches 
Sparkling in a row 
Dangle pretty tassels 
Of the purest snow. 


There the birch. in silence 
Slumbers all day long 

And the snow gleams brightly 
In the golden sun. 


And the dawn demurely 
Going on its rounds 
With a silver mantle 
Decks again the boughs. 


1913 
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Kpakt s106umbpin! Cepauy CHaTca 
CkupjibI CONHIa B BOaX JIOHHBIX, 
A xoten Obl 3aTepATLCA 

B 3eyleHAX TBOHX CTOSBOHHBIX. 


IIo Mexe, Ha llepemetkKe, 
Peseyja HW pi3a KalliKH. 

V1 BbI3BaHHBaloT B YETKH 
MspI — KpOTKHe MOHALIKH. 


Kyput o61akom Oon0To, 
T'apb B HeOeCHOM KOpOMBICIIe. 
C THxOM TaHHON [JIA KOLO-TO 
3aTani A B Cepyue MbICIIH. 


Bce sctpeuap, BCe IIpHeMIJI1O, 
Pay 4 CYaCTIIMB J[YWIy BbIHyTb. 
A mMpHules Ha ITy 3eMII1O, 
UT0O CKOpen ee NOKHHYTS. 


1914 
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Land I love! Of stacks of sunshine 
Locked in cosy pools I dream. 
How I'd like to lose my bearings 
In your symphonies of green. 


Fields are lined with chasuble-clover, 
Mignonette and flowers wild, 

And like nuns telling their rosaries 
Are the willows meek and mild. 


Thick mist from the marsh has risen, 
Heaven’s yoke of burning smells. 
Thoughts I treasure I keep hidden, 
In my heart the secret dwells. 


Everything I greet and welcome, 
Glad my feelings to display. 

To this land I’ve come, intending 
Very soon to go away. 


1914 
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B XATE 


IlaxHeT pbIXJIbIMM [payeHaMy; 
Y mopora B jlexKe KBac, 

Hay, NedypkaMu TOUCHBIMH 
TapaKaHBbI Jle3yT B 11a3 


BbetTca Caxka Haj] 3aCJIOHKOW, 
B neukKe HATKH NOMes HL, 

A Ha JlaBKe 3a CONOHKOW — 
Ienyxa CbIpbix AMI. 


Mats Cc yxBaTaMH He Cilay{uTCA, 
Harn6aetca HH3K6, 

CrapbIM KOT K MaxOTKe KpajleTCa 
Ha mapHoe MOuOKoO. 


KBOxu4yT KypbI GecnoKOMHbIe 
Haj] orno6s1iMu COxH, 

Ha qBope o6eHI0 CTpOHHy10 
SaneparoT NeTyxHv. ~ 


A B OKHe Ha CeHH CKarTBIe, 
OT NyrjIMBOM LWyMOTHI, 

M3 yruioB WieHKH KypylaTble 
3anlO3aioT B XOMYTHI. 


1914 
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IN THE COTTAGE 


There’s a smell of crumbly ovencake, 
By the door—a tub of kvass. 

Round the niches on the stove wall 
Cockroaches creep into cracks. 


There’s a wisp of smoke by the stove-door, 
In the grate white ash of great length 

And egg-shells freshly broken 

By the salt box upon the bench. 


The oven-fork Mother can’t steadily 
Handle, she has to bend down, 
While the old cat’s heading stealthily 
For the milk fresh from the cow. 


The hens are clucking restlessly, 
Perched on the wooden plough shafts, 
The cocks in the yard start rendering 
In concert an ea.ly mass. 


At the entrance, where the porch Is, 
By the bustle terrified 

Puppies crawl into dark comers 
Under yokes and sacks to hide. 


1914 
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Ton Th, Pycb, Moa powHad, 
XaTbl — B pu3ax oOpaza... 
He Buy aTb KOHWa MW Kpad — 
TOIbKO CHHb COCET r1a3a. 


Kak 3aX02KHM OOromMouel, 
4A CMOTPIO TBOH MOWIA, 

A y HH3e€HbKHX OKOJINY 
3BOHHO YaxHyT TONONA. 


IlaxHeT AOJIOKOM M MeJIOM 

IIo WepKBaM TBOM KpOTKHH Crac. 
VY ryaut 3a KoporoyqomM 

Ha myrax pecesIbm mac, 


TIlo6ery no MaATOM cTex*xKe 

Ha lIpvHBpoub 3eJIeHbIX JIex, 
Mue HaBcTpeyy, Kak CepexKH, 
IIpo3BeHHT JeBHUMM CMex. 


EcjIM KPHKHET paTb CBATAA: 
«KHHb TbI PyCb, 2KHBH B pato! » 
A ckaxy: «He najo pag, 
Jlauite poyqHHy MOD». 


1914 
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Hey there, Russia, mother country, 
Cottages in icOn guise... 
Never-ending land of wonder, 
Vistas blue that suck the eyes. 


Like a passing holy pilgrim 

On your fields I turn my gaze, 
On the outskirts of poor villages 
Rustling poplars pine and fade. 


Smelling of sweet honey and apples 
Churches celebrate the Lord 

And the sounds of festive dancing 
Fill the fields and meadows broad. 


Off into the open country 

Down a beaten path I run 

And to meet me, light as catkins, 
Peals of girlish laughter come. 


If the heavenly host should beg me: 
“Come to live in heaven above!” 

I shall say: ‘‘Don’t give me heaven 
But the Russia that I love.” 


1914 
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Kpait TbI MOM 3a6pOuleHHBI, 
Kpanti TbI MOM, IyCTbIpb, 
CeHOKOC HEKOIIeHbIN, 

Jlec {a MOHACTBIpb. 


M30bI 3a604eHHIINCh, 
A H BCex-TO IATb. 
KpbIiim 4x 3alleHHJIMCb 
B 3apeByto rat. 


IIo, COoMOMOM-PH3010 
Bpicrpyru cTponuy, 
Betep myleceHb CH3y!0 
ConHyeM OKponni. 


B oKua 6br0T 6e3 MpoMaxa 
Bopoupl KpbiJIoM, 

Kak MeTeJIb, YepeMyxa 
MallleT pyKaBoM. 


YK He CKa3 JIM B NIpyTHHKe 
XKUCTb TBO MH Obi, 

YTo nog Beyep NyTHHKY 
HaurenTaJI KOBbINb? 


1914 
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Land of mine in dire neglect, 
Country run to waste, 

Fields of hay unmown as yet, 
Monastery, estate. 


Every cottage is askew, 
Five there are in all. 

In the setting sun their roofs 
Foam as shadows fall. 


Under shirt-thatch coverings 
Roof-ribs come to view, 
Wind-blown specks of sunlight tinge 
Mould of dove-grey hue. 


Hitting panes unerringly 

Crows past windows weave, 

Like a snowstorm, the bird cherry 
Waves a blossom-sleeve. 


Wasn't your life a fairytale, 
A legend of the past 

To a late wayfarer told 

By the feather-grass? 


1914 
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Yepuad, NOTOM IIponmaxiaA BbITD! 
Kak MHe TeO HE JIaCKaTb, He JIKOOMTL? 


Bpiiy Ha O3€po B CHHIOW LaTh, 
K cepauy BeyepHaA WbHeT ONlarojaT. 


CepbIM BepeTbeM CTOAT Wallan, 
[sryxo 6aroKaloT XJ11OMb KaMBILUIM. 


KpacHbIv KOCTep OKpOBMIJI TaraHBIl, 
B xspopocte Oesible BeKH JIYHBI. 


Tuxo, Ha KOpTouKax, B NATHAX 3apH 
CrylaroT CKa3 CTapviKa KocapH. 


Iye-TO Baan, Ha KyKaHe pekKh, 
J[pemuyro MecuHio Morr ppi6akn. 


OJIOBOM CBeETHTCA JIYKHAA FOU... 
[pycruHad lecua, ThI — pyccKas Son. 


1914 
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Black-earth allotment that savours of sweat, 
Can I deny you my love, my caress? 


Away to the lake by the blue path I'll go, 
My heart with the blessing of evening aglow. 


The rough brushwood shelters in meadows are grey, 
Conducive to slumber the reeds softly sway. 


With blood a red bonfire is tinging the spits, 
The white-lidded moon through the dry brushwood flits. 


Sunset-flecked haymakers squat in the grass, 
Hearing an old man tell tales of the past. 


Round a far bend in the twilight somewhere 
Fishermen are singing a slow sleepy air. 


A leaden reflection the bare meadows don... ¢ 
You echo the anguish of Russia, sad song. 


1914 
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Tom ya 6oON0TA, 
CuHHHM IiaT HeOec. 
XBOHKHOK NO3OJOTON 
B3BeHMBaeT sec. 


TeHbKaeT CHHNIAa 
Mex JIecHbIx kyy{pen, 
TTeMHbIM €JIAM CHHTCA 
TomMOH Kocapen. 


IIo nyry co CKpHlIom 
TaHeTcA 0603 — 
CyxoBaTon JIMMNOK 
[JaxHeT OT koulec. 


CilyxaioT paKHTbI 
IlocBucT BeTpaAHON... 
Kpait ThI MOH 3a6bITBIn, 
Kpait Tb1 MOM pomHoH!.. 


1914 
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Swamps and marshland sodden, 
Heaven a cloth of blue, 
Pinewoods that are throbbing 
With a golden hue. 


Tomtits through the foliage 
Flit with other birds, 

Of the calls of mowers 
Dream the shady firs. 


Creaking through the meadow 
Goes a country cart— 
Wooden wheels a heady 
Linden scent impart. 


Willows hear their branches 
Whistle in the breeze... 
Country long abandoned, 
Where my heart’s at easel... 


1914 
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C HOBPLIM YTPOM! 


3ajlpeMasIH 3Be3]{bI 30JIOTHIE, 
3alpoxano 3epkayo 3aTOHAa, 
Bpe3KuT CBeT Ha 3aBOJ{M pedHble 
V1 pyMaAHHT ceTKy HeOOcKJIONa. 


YIbIGHYJIMCh COHHBIe Gepe3KH, 
Pacrpemasiv We IKOBbIe KOCHI. 
IenectaT 3eyeHble cepe2xKKH, 
VY ropaT cepeOpsaHple pocsi. 


Y MeTHA 3apOcuiad KpaliMBa 
O6psyMlacb APKHM NepyaMyTpOM 
V1, Kauascb, WIeM4eT WasIOBIMBO: 
«C OOphIM yTpom!» 


1914 
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GOOD MORNING! 


The gold stars are sleeping, 
The mirror-pond trembles, 
The dawn light comes creeping 
And heaven’s net reddens,. 


The birch-tree smiles sleepily, 
Her silk locks free-flowing, 
Green earrings are rustling, 
And silver dew glowing. 


Tall nettles by the fencing 
Their bright pearls are flaunting 
And whispering merrily: 
“Good morning!” 
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PYCb 


1 


Tlotonyma epeBHa B yxaOuHax, 
3acIOHHJIH H36eHKH Jieca. 

ToubKO BHHO, Ha KOUKaX HM BMayMHax, 
Kak CHHeIOT KpyrOm He6eca. 


Bort B cyMepKH JOJIrve, 34MHHe, 
Bosikyv rpoO3Hple c TOMMX NONen. 
IIo qBOpaM B Noroparoyjem HHEe 
Hay 3acTpexamMH xpall ollayen. 


Kak COBHHble rjla3KH, 3a BeTKaMH 
CMOTDPAT B Was Wyprh OFOHbKH, 
Hi cToatT 3a XYOpOBHbIMH CeTKaMh, 
CIOBHO HeYHCTb JilecHas, MeCHbKH. 


3anyrana Hac cHJla He4HcTas, 

To HH NpopyOob — Be3je KOJINYHBI. 

B 31y¥0 3€MOpO3b B CyYMepKH MIJIMCTbIe 
Ha 6epe3Kax BHCAT aslyHbl. 
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Ho mro6s0 Te6a, pOlMHa KpoTKas! 
A 3a 4TO — pa3rayaTb He MOTYy. 
Becena TBO paflocTb KOpOTKasx 

C rpoMKOH TlecHeM BECHOM Ha Jyry. 


AL mkOOJ11O Haj] MOKOCHOM CTOAHKOIO 
CiryllaTb BeYepoM ryj{ KOMapoB, 
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RUSSIA 


1 


In deep ruts the village is floundering, 

Poor homes huddle under the trees. 

From dips and on high ground all round you 
The blue vault of heaven is seen. 


‘At dusk in the long winter twilight 
Wolves fearsomely how] in bare fields 
And horses are snorting in farmyards 
Where frost is aglow on the eaves. 


And will-’o-the-wisps, like bright owl-eyes, 
Peer into the flurrying snow, 

And tree-stuimps, like spirits of foulness, 
Through oak groves their ugliness show. 


The forces of ill we find scaring, 

In thickets woodgoblins are found. 
Birch-trees are their silver braid wearing 
When bitter frost shrivels the ground. 
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But, meek and mild country, I love you! 
Though what for—I hardly can say. 
How gaily your. meadows:with laughter 
In spritig timie réecho all‘day. 


I love in the field of an evening 
To hear midges’ loud-humming choirs, 
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A Kak rapKHYyT peOsTa TasIbaAHKOW, 
BpIWyT J€BKH MyIACaTh Y KOCTPOB. 


3aropaTcA, Kak YepHa CMOpOmHHa, 
YTJIH-O4N B MOPKOBax OpoBen. 

Ox THI, Pycb Mos, MHJIad poynna, 
CyrayKvii OTAbIX B WeIKy KynbIpei. 


3 


TloHakapkKaJIM 4epHbIe BOPOHBI: 

I’ po3HbIM 6ef]aM WIMpOKHM Mpocrop. 
KpyTHT BHXOpb JIeca BO BCe CTOPOHBI, 
MalleT CaBaHOM IeHa C o3ep. 


I psHyi1 rpoM, walika HeGa packouoTa, 
Ty4W pBaHble KyTalor sec. 

Ha noypeckax H3 JIerKOrO 3010Ta 
S3akauasInCcb JaMmajy{KH HeGec, 


TlopecTuyin NOX OKHaMH COTCKHe 
OnojreHljaM MATH Ha BOMHY. 
3arbirbikajIw 6aObI CHOOOCKHE, 
IInay mpope3an KpyroM THIIHHy. 


Co6upasiuca MHpHble maxapH 

be3 neuasin, 63 *Ka06 HM Cie3, 
KuaJIv B CyMOUKH IIbILUIKH Ha Caxape 
Vs mvxasiv Ha Kps>KHCTBIN BOS. 


IIo ceny O BbICOKOM OKOJINIbI 
IIposo>Kas HX OryJIOM Hapog... 

Bot rye, Pycb, TBO FOOphie MONOALUBI, 
Bca onopa B roqvHy HeB3Sroj,. 


4 


3aTOMMJIaCb JepeBHA HEBECTOUKON — 
Kak-TO MHJIbIe B J[aJIbHeM Kpato? 
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When fellows get out concertinas 
And girls start to dance round the fires. 


Like live coals the dark eyes are glowing 
From under the horse-shoe-arched brows. 
O Russia, my dearly loved homeland, 

On your silken grass let me drowse. 
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The crows long enough have been croaking, 
Foretelling misfortune aloud. 

A gale through the forest is blowing, 

The lake has donned foam like a shroud. 


The sky-cup by thunder is shattered, 
Cloud-tatters the forest enfold. 

The censers in heaven suspended 
Are swaying on chains of light gold. 


Rural constables came with instructions 
To raise recruits for the war. 

The sobbing of wives and of mothers 
To shreds all tranquillity tore. 


The peaceloving ploughmen then gathered, 
NoOtears, grief or anger they showed, 

With sugar buns stuffing their bags full 
They loaded up carts for the road. 


All turned out to wave and on parting, 

The whole village wished them “‘God bless!”’ 
There, Russia, your lads with stout hearts are, 
Your stand-by in years of distress. 
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Without news the village was pining. 
How were the lads faring faraway? 
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Oruero He yBeJOMAT BECTOUKOH, — 
He norn6s1u 4 B 2KapKOM 6010? 


B pouje 4yfWIMCb 3alaxn Jaana, 

B Betpe 6aCTHIHCb CTYKH KOcTeH. 

Vf npuuiiv Kk HUM HexkaHHO-HerayaHHo 
C anbHek BOJIOCTH rpyAbI BeCcTen. 


C6epermm fo HMM NaxapH NaMaArTKy, 
C noTom’BbIBeH BCeM TIO MMCBMy. 
TloqxBaTHu TYT powHble rpamorky, 
3a BETJIOBY10 CeJIH TECbMY. 


Co6pasinca Hay YeTHHLeH JIyuiero 
JlonmbiTaTbcsa JKOOMMBIX peuen. 

M Ha KopTouKax NylakaJin, Ciywad, 
Ha ycrexu poHbix cnyiayen. 
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Ax, NOJIA MOH, GOpO3y{bI MHIIBIe, 
XOPOUIH BEI B NewasH cBoer! 
AL 1tOOIO BTM XWOKUHBI XHJIbIC 
C moy>KWaHbeM Ceybix MaTepeH. 


IIpunayy k JanoTouKaM GepecTsAHbIM, 
Mup Bam, rpaoun, Koca Hu coxa! 

A rajjato 10 B30paM HeEBeECTHHbIM 

Ha Bone o cyybG6e 2KeHHxa. 


TIOMHpHJICA & C MBICJIAMM CyIaObIMH, 
XOTb ObI CTATb MHE KYCTOM y BOJIBI. 
A xOuy BEPHTE B my uLlee C Oa6amH, 
Tenia CBeuKYy BEYepHeH 3Be3/1bI. 


Pa3raylal A UX YMbI HECMETHBIE, 
He cllyrHeT ux HH rpoM H HH TbMa. 
3a COXO}D NO NeCHH 3aBeTHbIe 
He nmpuyyyqutca CMepTh HM TIOPbMa. 
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Why were there no letters arriving, 
Perhaps they’d been killed in some fray? 


They fancied the woods smelled of incense, 
The breeze bore the rattling of bones. 
Then one day from far-off came letters 
From their men, from their very own. 


The ploughmen their kin had remembered, 
Painstakingly each penned a note. 

Their families snatched up the letters 

But few could make out what they wrote. 


Round Lusha they crowded (she read well) 
To know what their dear ones had said 

And, squatting, heard of the successes 

Of their home-grown champions—and wept. 
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Dear furrows and fields, in your sorrow 
As noble and fine as before! 

I love too these tumbledown cottages 
Where grey mothers wait by the door. 


To bast shoes I bow in deep homage. 
Peace to you, plough, harrow and scythe! 
What fate has befallen their soldier men 

I guess from the look of their wives. 


To thoughts of my weakness I’m reconciled— 
To be a plain shrub is no bar. 

I share the hope women have, lighting 

The candle of the evening star. 


Their thoughts I divined—they are boundless, 
They do not fear thunder or hail. 

They follow the plough singing plaintively, 
Not dreaming of death or of jail. 
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OHM BepHJIN B 9TH KapakyJn, 
BbIBOQMMBIe C TA2KKHM TPy]OM, 

Hi oT cuacTba M payOcTH Mlakasin, 
Kak B 3acyxy Haj NepBbIM JO>KeM. 


A 3a JYMOH pa3JIlyKH C pOMMMbIMH 
B MsATKHX TpaBax, NO GycamMu poc, 
Vim Mepeljuiica B ayax 3a }bIMaMH 
Hag sryraMu BeceJIbIM MOKOC, 


On ThI, Pycb, MOA pOWMHAa KpOTKag, 
JIMuWIb K Tee A HOGOBb Gepery. 
Beceyla TBOA payocrb KOpoTKasxv 
C rpoMKOH MecHeH BECHOM Ha JIyry. 
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They’ve faith in these ill-written letters 

So laboriously copied out 

And they wept for joy, just as relieved as when 
First rains mark the end of a drought. 


They dreamed, as they thought of their menfolk, 
Of meadow grass dew-bright in haze, 

A vision of summer, the merry 

Abandon of haymaking days. 


Hey, Russia, my kind mother.country, 
Your loving son ever I’! stay. 

How gaily your meadows with laughter 
In spring time reecho all day. 
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Sarsyuinsa 3acyxa 3aCeBKH, 
COxHeT pOXb, MW HE BCXOJAT OBCHI. 
Ha Mose6eH Cc XOPyrBAMH JIeBKH 
Tloratijniivich B KOMJIAX TONOCHI, 


or 


Co6pascb IpHxoxane y wan, 
JIHXOMAaHHY!O rpycTb 3aTad. 
Sary3bIHHJ JbAYMUIKO Jleqauyyn: 
«Cmacu, FOCnOMN, JIKOIM TBOA», 


OTKpbIBaJIMCb HEGeCHBIe ABEpH, 
JIbAKOH OaBKHYJI 3 KPSDKMCTHIX CHI: 
«Euje MOJIMMCA, 6paThA, O Bepe, 
Yto6bi 6or HaM NOA OpOcHs». 


3aMBasIMCh BecesIbIe NTaXxH, 
Kpanay OpbI3raMH NOM, 43 roperTen, 
CTpeKOTYHbH-COpOKH, Kak CBaXxH, 
Haksmkasiv OK AIMBbIX rocten. 


3bI6KO NCHHJIHCh 30pH 3a pOMen, 
Kak XOJICTHHbI NO3H OOIaKa, 
Vs TyMaHHo N10 ObINbHULe TOMMEH 
Mex KYyCTOB BOpKOBaJia pekKa... 


CKHHYB LAKH, MOJIACh HW B3bIxas, 
TosBopysiM NpoMex MyXKHKH: 
«KOJIOCHIaCb-TO Apb Heloxad, 

7a cryOnsM CyxHe JeEHbKH». 
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The dry weather stifled the sowings, 

The rye withered, oats did not sprout. 
The girls with church banners were going 
To pray in the fields hit by drought. 


Parishioners met by the coppice, 

From grief like a fever they pined. 

The lean deacon prayed without stopping. 
‘“‘O Lord, save thy people!’ he whined. 


The gilt Holy Gates were flung open. 
The deacon roared loud as an ox: 

“Once more let us pray, brothers, hoping 
That God may send rain for the crops!” 


Birds sang as the priest began sprinkling 
With his hand water God had blessed. 

Like matchmakers, magpies were chirruping, 
Begging showers to be their guest. 


The sunset seethed, grey clouds were passing 
Like raw linen filling the sky. 

Seen dimly through shrubs and dry grasses 
The river went murmuring by. 


The peasants were commenting sadly 
As cloth caps for prayer they doffed: 
‘The corn didn’t shape up so badly, 
But these dry days finished it off.” 
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Ha koHe — YepHOM TyaINLe B CaHKaxX — 
BHOCb NlaMsA-WWJ1ex.., CHHb HW POX, 

V1 kpyuasiv napHXuikKH B ejlaHKax: 
«oxKMK, JO%#%K AK, NONew Hallly POxE! » 
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On a black horse-cloud to a sleigh harnessed 
Strap-lightning flashed, shaking the sky. 

And boys through the meadows ran shouting: 
‘Rain, rain! Come and rain on our rye!” 


1914 
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B TOM KpabW, Ie eJITaA KpaluBa 
Viscyxon mieTeH, 

[IpHroTHJIHCb K BepOaM CHpOTJIHBO 
1136b1 JepeBeH, 


Tam B NoAax, 3a CHHeM rywen sora, 
B 3eJIeHH O3ep, 

IIponerna necyanaa fopora 
Tio cuQupcKHx rop. 


3aTepanacb Pycb B Mopgpe u Ayan, 
Humouem eX cTpax. 

Vs wayT no Tou Aopore sronH, 
JI tog B KaHjlasiax. 


Bce OHM YOUNHUDI HJM BOPEI, 
Kak CyJIHJI HM pOK. 

Tlomro6usi A rpyCTHble HX B3OpbI 
C piaj{MHaMH UeK. 


MHOro 3Jla OT pafOCTH B yOunMax, 
Mx cepalja mpoctsi, 

Ho KpyHBaATCA B NOYeEPHeJIbIX IMMaXx 
Touy6ble pT. 


A oy MeYTy, CKpbIBaA, HEXy, 
OTo «A CepalemM YHCT. 

Ho 4H & KOro-HHOyfb 3apexy 
IIloq OCe€HHMM CBKCT,. 


V1 Meus NO BeTpaAHOMy CBE, 
Ilo Tomy Jib necky, 


69 


* * * 


In a land of yellow nettle 
And wattle fence 

Up to willows huddled humble 
Cottages. 


In the fields beyond blue thickets 
Past green lakes 
To Siberian mines a sandy 
Highway lay. 


Fear did not daunt Russia, venturing 
North and East. | 

Down the highway people passed 
With fettered feet. 


Murderers to a man were they 

) -And common thieves. 

But I loved their sorrowful gaze 
_ And sunken cheeks. 


Evil joy they breathed, these killers, 
Simple of heart, 

Black of face, in a blue grimace 
Their lips would part. 


That my heart is pure and true 
I fondly hope. 

But, when autumn howls, I too 
Could cut a throat. 


Then I too along the sandy 
Highway there 
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Tlopeyyt c BepeBKOro Ha wee 
TIonroOuTs TOCKy. 


VW korga Cc yAbIGKOH MHMOXO]IOM 
PacnipaMJio A rpy]ih, 

A3bIKOM 3aJIMKeT Henoroya 
TIpox2XuTOK MOM IyTb. 


1915 -? 
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Shall be led, rope round my neck, 
To know despair. 


As I square my shoulders 
With a passing smile, 

Snow’s chill tongue shall lick morosely 
My road through life. 


1915 
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KOPOBA 


Apaxsiaa, BbImaJIM 3yOuI, 
CBUTOK royOB Ha porax, 
Busi ee BbITOHIHK rpyObin 
Ha neperouHubix nmovax. 


Cepylje HeJIacKOBO K LIyMy, 
Mbiuu cKpeOyT B yrOlike. 


JlyMaeT rpycTHy?ro JlyMy 
O OeNOHOrOM TeJIKe. 


He jjasiu MaTepHu CbIiHa, 
IlepBaa payoctb He BIIpOK. 
VM sHa kOJIy nog OCHHOK 
IlIkypy Tpenay BeTepoK. 


CKOpo Ha rpeuHeBOM CBee, 

C TOH Ke CbIHOBHeH cyfb6on, 
CBAXKYT CX MeTIIO Ha Wee 

Vs nosenyt Ha y6on. 


2KaNOOHO, rpycTHO H TOLJEe 
B 3e€MJIKO BOMBbIOTCA pora... 
CHHTCA en OeaA pola 

Vs tpaBanble Jiyra. 
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THE COW 


Teeth she has none, she’s decrepit, 
Rumpled horns her age betray. 
Hard blows the boor of a herdsman 
Dealt her when she went astray. 


Noise she dfslikes, cannot stand it. 
Cowshed-mice busily gnaw. 

Sadly she thinks of the handsome 
White-leggéd calf that she bore. 


They took the son from his mother, 
Her very first joy brought no ease, 
And on a pole by the poplar 

A fresh hide flapped in the breeze. 


Soon 1n the field bare of buckwheat 
She’ll share her own son’s fate, 
They’ll put her neck in a halter 
And for the slaughter-house make. 


She’ll drop on her knees feebly, grieving, 
Butting the earth to the last... 

Of a white birch-grove she’s dreaming 
And of knee-deep meadow grass. 
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IIECHb O COBAKE 


YTPOM B pxKaHOM 3akyTEe, 
Tye 3aTaATCA pOrooKH B pad, 
CemepbIx OLJeHWIa CyKa, 
Pb DKHXx CeMepbIxX ICHAT. 


Jo Beyepa Ona Hx JIacKasia, 
I]puuecbiIBad A3bIKOM, 

Vs crpyWiJica CHexXKOK NOJTaJIbIn 
IIox TenJIbIM €€ 2KHBOTOM. 


A BeYepoM, KOrya KypbI 
OOcHD>KMBAaIOT IIeECTOK, 

BpiueJI XO3AMH XMYyDpbIH, 
CemepbIx BCex MOKJIaJI B MELLIOK. 


{lo cyrpo6am Oua 6e>Kana, 
IIlocnesBax 3a HUM Oe>KatTb... 
VM Tak QouIro, FOTO WporxKaNa 
Bobi He3aMep3lleH rlay{b. 


A Koryla 4yTb leach O6paTHo, 
CJIM3bIBax NOT C 6OKOB, 
Tloka3aJIcaA eh MCCALL Hay] XATOH 
OJHEM H3 ee LJCHKOB, 


B CHHIOW BbICb 3BOHKO 
[Dnapesa ova, CKyJ4A, 

A MeCSL CKOJIb3HJI TOHKHH 
Vs cKpblJICad 3a XOJIM B MOJIAX. 
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SONG ABOUT A DOG 


In the barn corner early one morning, 
Where rush matting covers bare earth, 
A bitch to a litter of seven 

Small reddish-brown puppies gave birth. 


All day until dusk she fondled them 
With her tongue going to and fro, 

In the warmth of her underbelly 

The snowflakes would melt and flow. 


But when dusk fell and the fowls took 
Their places on perch and rack 

The farmer came out and scowling 
Put the puppies into a sack. 


The bitch ran over the snowdrifts, 
Keeping up with his measured pace... 
And ripples long after quivered 

On the pond’s tce-free surface. 


And as the bitch homeward tottered, 
Licking sweat from flanks that steamed, 
The moon shining over the cottage 

Was one of her puppies, it seemed. 


And fixing on deep-blue heaven 

Her steady gaze she whined 

And the slender moon went floating: off 
Over the far hillside. 
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V1 ryiyxo, Kak OT NoauKH, 
Kora OpocaT eX KaMeHb B CMex, 
TlokaTHJIHcb ria3a co6aubH 
3OJIOTbIMH 3Be3aMH B CHer, 
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And dully, as when they’d throw her 
Not bread but a stone for a lark, 
The eyes of the bitch went rolling 

In the snow like golden stars. 


1915 
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YcTail A 2KHTb B POJHOM Kpato 

B Tocke Mo rpedHeBbIM NpoctTopam, 
IToKMHy XH>KHHY MOK, 

YuyAy Opopsarotro Mu BOpoOM. 


TIlonyy mo OenbIM Ky pAM WHA 
MckaTb yOoroe xHJIHLIe. 

V1 apyr m100MMbIn Ha MeHa 
HatTounT HOX 3a rOJIeHHle. 


BecHonu MW COJIHUeM Ha JIYry 
OOsBuTa xKeNITaA FOpora, 

Hi Ta, ube uma Oepery, 
Meus Nporount oT nopora. 


V1 BHOBb BepHyCb A B OTUHH JOM, 
Cy2koro pajlOcThio yTelllych, 

B 3eneHbIn Beyep NO OKHOM 

Ha pykaBe CBOeM NOBELLYCb. 


Ceybie Bep6bl y MeTHA 
He>xHee royOBbI HaKJIOHAT. 
VM sHeoOMbIToro MeHA 

IIoy 1am co6aunu NOxopouat, 


A MeCall OyJeT IIJIbITh H MJIbITH, 
Pouaa Becyla NO O3epaM, 

Vi Pycb sce Tak xe 6yeT KUT, 
IInscatp M WyiaKaTb y 3a6opa. 


1916 


79 


* A) * 


I’m tired of home life, sighs they heave 
As buckwheat fills the far field yonder. 
My country cottage I shall leave, 

A vagabond and thief, I’ll wander. 


Through daytime’s curly locks I'll step, 
Some wretched meagre dwelling seeking. 
Against me my best friend shall whet 

The knife that’s from his boot-top peeping. 


The yellow highway is entwined 

With spring and sunlight in the meadow 
And she whose name I deem divine 
Shall also drive me from the threshold. 


I’ll come back to my father’s home, 
With other’s joy my pain relieving, 
And hang myself upon my sleeve 
Beneath the window one green evening. 


Grey willows by the wicker fence 
Shall bow their heads in a fine flurry 
And every dog be start barking when 
My unbathed body shall be buried. 


The moon meanwhile shall float on by, 
Its long oars in lake waters dipping, 
And Russia just the same survive, 

Be dancing in the street, and weeping. 
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He OpoyHtTs, He. MATb B KyCTax OarpsHbIx 
JIe6eqbI HW He HCKaTb Colefa. 

Co CHOMOM BOJIOC TBOHX OBCAHbIX 
OTOCHHJ1aCb ThI MHe HaBCceryza. 


C aJIbIM COKOM SATOJbI Ha KOKe, 
HeokHaa, Kpacupas, Oba 

Ha 3akaT TbI pO30BbIM NMOxOx%Ka 
VM, Kak CHer, JIy4HcTa H CBeTIJIA. 


3epHa rla3 TBOMX OCbINAaIMCh, 3aBAJIH, 
Mma TOHKOEe pacTaasiO, Kak 3BYK, 

Ho ocTajJica B CKlaqKax CMATOM WasIH 
3amax Mefja OT HEBHHHBIX pykK. 


B THxH ac, KOr{a 3apaA Ha Kpbiiule, 
Kak KOTeHOK, MOET JIalIKOH pot, 
Tosop KpOTKHH O Te6e Hi CJIBILIY 
Boy AHBIX NOFOWIHX C BETPOM COT. 


IlycTb NOpow MHe WiemueT CHHMM Beep, 

To 6biJla ThI MECHA HM MeUTA, 

Bceé x, KTO BbIYMaJI TBOM THOKMA CTaH MW neu — 
K cBeTJION TaMHe MpHOXKWII ycTa. e- 


He OpoquTh, He MATb B KyCTax OarpaAHbix 
JIe6eqbI HW He MCKaTb Clea, 

Co CHOMOM BOJIOC TBOHX OBCAHbIX 
OTOCHHJIacb ThI MHe HaBcerya. 
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Pll no more go roaming, no more seeking, 

No more crushing goosefoot in the wood. 
With your hair a sheaf of golden oatstraw 
You have vanished from my dreams for good. 


With red berry juice on fair skin glowing, 
Beautiful and gentle, you were like 

Pink skies when the sun to rest is going 

And, like new snow, you were sparkling bright. 


Now th d grain of 
Pe rae enter °Y9 as scattered, shrivelled, 
Your delicate name has melted like a sound, 
Though the scent of your pure honey fingers 
In the folds of a creased shawl is found. 


In the still hour when the early sunrise 
On the rooftop licks her kitten nose 

I hear gentle mention of you coming 
From the wind that sings in honeycombs, 


What if blue dusk on occasion whispers 

You were just a melody, a dream— 

He who shaped your supple figure and smooth shoulders 
Truly kissed a mystery supreme. 


[’ll no more go roaming, no more seeking, 
No more crushing goosefoot in the wood. 
With your hair a sheaf of golden oatstraw 
You have vanished from my dreams for good. 
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O Pycb, B3MaxHH KpbIJIaMH, 
TIoctaBb HHyro Kpenp! 

C HHbIMH HMeHaMH 

BctaeT HHaa CTeIb. 


IIo romy6ou WouMHe, 
Mex TeJIOK H KOpoB, 
Viner B 3aTou payHHnHe 
Tapon Ayekceh Kobo. 


B pyKax — kpatoxa xJle6a, 
YcTa — BMUIHEBbIN COK. 

V1 ppi3Be3qH10 HeO6O 

II actylliecKHi pOoKOK. 


3a HM, C CHEFoB H BeTpa, 
M13 MOHACTBIPCKhx Bpat, 
Vijet, ofeTbIA CBETOM, 
Ero cepeyqHuu Opar. 


Ort Bpiterpp! yo Llyn 

OH u36poyqHsI Bech Kpan 

VM spi0pan kKnmyuky — Kuroes, 
CmupeHHbiIn Mukovian. 


Mouauiby Myfip H JiIacKoB, 
OH BeCb B pe3b6e MOJIBBI, 
VM stTuxo CxogntT Macxa 
C 6eckyApou rosOBbl. 


A TaM, 3a B3rOpbeM CMOJIbIM, 
Mny, tpony Tas, 
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Come, Russia, proud wings plying, 
A different order found! 

A different steppe is rising 

Where different names resound. 


See him in your blue valleys 
Among the cows and calves 

In golden homespun walking— 
Your Alexei Koltsov. 


A crust of bread he’s holding, 
Like cherry juice his mouth, 
His shepherd’s horn like heaven 
When all the stars are out. 


The monastery leaving 

And a land of wind and snow, 
His middle brother follows him, 
In radiance he’s clothed. 


From the Vytegra to the Shuya 
He’s roamed the countryside 

And picked the nickname ‘‘Klyuev, 
Your humble Mikolai’”’. 


Sage monkwise, he is kindly, 
Retelling tales we’ve heard 
And Eastertime slips quietly 
From a head that has no curls. 


And there, the hilltop breasting, 
Go I along the path, 
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Ky paBbiii HW BeceJIbIH, 
Takon pa360HHbIn 4, 


/lonra, kpyTa qopora, 
HecueTHbI CKJIOHbI rop; 
Ho yjaxe c TahHonw Gora 
Bey 4 TanHo cnop. 


Cuum6ato KaMHEM MECALL 
Vf Ha HeMy!0 J pOXb 
bpocab, B He60 CBecace 
M3 roneHuusja HOX. 


3a MHOM He3PHMbIM POeM 
Myer kombuyo Apyrnx, 

V1 pamexKo no cejlam 
3BeHHT MX GOMKHH CTHX. 


M13 TpaB MbI BA>KeM KHHIH, 
CyloBa Tpscem c AByx OUI. 
M cpoqunk Haw, Uanpirnn, 
Ilesy4, Kak cHer HM JOJ1. 


Coxkpoiuica, CrMub Tbl, WJIeMaA 
Cmepy{al\MXx CHOB H fy! 
Ha KaMeHHOoe TeMaA 

Hecem MbI 3Be3,{HbIM LIyM. 


oBObHO rHHTb HM HOST, 

VM cnaBuTb B3sIeTOM rHych — 
YK CMbIJIa, CTepJia JeroTb 
BocnpsHysuiaa Pycb, 


YK NOBesIa KpblIaMu 
Ee HeMas Kpenp! 

C MHbIMHM MMeHaMi 
BctTaeT HHas CTEM. 
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A curly-headed prankster, 
And such a dashing lad. 


A long hard road. Uneven 
And endless is the route; 
But even with God’s secret 
I secretly dispute. 


Casting a stone, I topple 

The moon. And up I throw 

A knife plucked from my boot-top— 
Heaven trembles at the blow. 


And others come invisibly 
Behind me from all round 
And far and wide in villages 
Their dashing verses sound. 


We make books out of grasses, 
Words from our lap we fling. 
Sweet songs, like snow and valley, 
Can our Chapygin sing. 


Hide, perish, generation 

Of stinking dreams and thoughts! 
To heads from hard stone fashioned 
The song of stars we’ve brought. 


Enough of pain and ruin 
And praising infamy— 
Already wakened Russia 
Has scrubbed the filth away. 


Her mute strength is now flying 
With new wings it has found. 

A different steppe is rising 
Where different names resound. 
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Pa30yqu MeHA 3aBTpa paHo, 

O Mod TepnesMBax MaTB! 

A novyy 3a JOpOXxKHbIM KypraHoM 
lopororo rocta BCTpeyatp. 


A ceroyqjHA yBuye B yuye 

Cyieq] WIMpOKHx KOuec Ha JIyry. 
TpenieT BeTep nog oOs1a4HoN Kyuen 
SONOTY!O ero AYTy. 


Ha paccpetTe OH 3aBTpa IpOM4HTCA, 
Ifanky-mMecall NpHrHysB Noy KyCToM, 
Vs urpHso B3MaxHeT KOObININU a 

Hay paBHHHO!W KpacHbIM XBOCTOM. 


Pa30yqM MeHA 3aBTpa paHo, 
3acBeTH B Halen TOpHHLle CBeT. 
ToBopat, 4TO A CKOpO CTaHy 
3HaMeHHTBIM PyCCKHH NOT. 


Bocnotro « Te6s WH rocrta, 
Hay nmeub, neTyXa MH KpoB... 
V1 Ha NecHuH MOM MmpoubeTca 
MouyioKo TBOMX PbIKHX KOPOB. 
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Waken me early tomorrow, 
Dear mother, patient and kind! 
I'll go past the boundary barrow 
To welcome a friend of mine. 


In the forest today I noticed 
Weel-tracks where a cart had rolled. 
The breeze below dark cloud blowing 
Is ruffling the arch of gold. 


It will race by tomorrow at daybreak, 
With moon-cap ducking under a bush, 
And her red tail playfully waving 

The mare through the meadow will rush. 


Waken me early tomorrow, 

Turn the light on in-our best room. 
They say I’ll become an illustrious 
Poet of Russia soon. 


You I shall laud and the visitor, 

Our stove, cock and humble home... 
And the milk that your russet cows give 
Shall over my verses flow. 
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HuBbI ©KaTbI, POWIM Fosibl, 
OT BO,bI TyMaH H CbIpOCTh. 
KojlecoM 3a CHHH Fopbl 
Conuije THXO€ CKaTHJIOCb. 


J[peMJleT B3pbITax Wopora. 
Ent ceroqua NpHMeyraJiocn, 
UTo copcem-coBceM HEMHOrO 
2K]aTb 3HMbI CEON OCTAIOCb. 


AX, MH CaM 4B Yallle 3BOHKON 
Y Bua BYepa B TyMaHe: 
PbDKMK MecaALL KepeOCHKOM 
3allparasica B Halli CaHH. 
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Cleared the cornfield, bare the boughs are, 
From still waters mist is rolling, 

Like a wheel beyond the mountains 

Has the silent sun gone bowling. 


Dozing is the cart track yonder. 

In a daydream it is thinking 

One won’t have to wait much longer 
For the coming of grey winter. 


Yesterday as mist came creeping 
Did not I see in the darkness 
Like a foal the bay moon leaping 
Into our snow sledge’s harness? 
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A mo MepsBomy cHery Openy, 

B cepaule JaHbIWIM BCNbIXHYBLUHX CHIL. 
Beyep CHHerO CBEYKON 3Be3]y 

Hay yoporonm Moen 3acBeTHI. 


A He 3Hato, TO CBeT HIM Mpak? 
B uae BeTep NoeT Wb NeTyx? 
MoxeT, BMECTO 3MMbI Ha MOJIAX 
ITO nebeyH ces Ha Jlyr. 


MOpoa TbI, O OeNaa riapp! 
TpeeT KpOBb MOP JlerKHH MOpo3! 
Tak M XO¥eTCA K Tey IpwoKaTb 
O6HaxeHHbIe rpyyn SOepe3. 


O JIecHas, Wpemy4¥aad MyTH! 

O BeceJIbe OCHEKCHHBIX HHBI., 
Tak HW XOUeCTCA pyKM COMKHYTb 
Hay ypespecHbimn Oeppamy HB, 
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Through virgin snow I roam, 
Fresh lilies fill my heart. 

The dusk, to guide me home, 
Has lit a candle-star. 


Light? Dark? I cannot say. 
Was that the breeze? A cock? 
Has winter come? Or maybe 
Swans in the meadows flock? 


How smooth the snow, how white! 
Frost tingling warmth imparts. 

I'd love to clasp the bright 

Bare birch-breasts to my heart! 


Dark thickets! But all round 
Clear snow fields cheer the eyes, 
I'd love to fold arms round 

The willow’s timber thighs. 
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He60 — Kak KOJIOKOJI, 
Mecall — A3bIk, 

MatTb MoA — posnua, 
A — OobuleBHK. 


Pau BCeJIEHCKOrO 
BbpatctTsa Jroyen 
Pajlyrocb mecHen 2 
CmepTn TBOeH. 


Kpenkuii WM CHJIbHbIM, 
Ha ru6eb TBOKO 

B KOJIOKOJI CHHHK 

SI Mecallem Obk0. 


bpaTba-Mupsne, 
Bam Moa IIecHb. 
CJIBILLY B TyMaHe A 
CBeTIYy¥0 BeCTh. 
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The moon 1s the tongue 

In the bell of the sky. 

The homeland’s my mother, 
A Bolshevik am I. 


Hail the universal 
Brotherhood of man! 

That’s why with my verse 
For your death I give thanks. 


Strong, tough and healthy, 
To hasten your doom 

The blue bell of heaven 

I strike with the moon. 


Countrymen, brothers, 

My song is for you. 

Through the mist I can hear it, 
The wonderful news. 
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JI. WU. Kawmunot 


SejleHaa Mpryecka, 
Tesuyeckas rpyfb, 
O Toukas Oepe3ka, 
OTo 3ariayenacb B Ipyy? 


To menyerT Te6e BeTep? 
O 4eM 3BeHHT MeCOK? 

Mb xouellb B KOCBI-BeTBH 
TbI JIYHHbIM rpe6ewiok? 


OTKpon, OTKpOM MHe TaHHy 
TBOHX J] PeBeCHBIX [TyM, 

A nomro0n0 NewasbHbin 
TBOH NpeqOceHHHH LIyM. 


Vs MHE B OTBET Oepe3Ka: 
«O JHOOONBITHBIH pyr, 
CerojyHA HOUbIO 3Be3HOW 
3yeCb Cile3bI JIMA MacTyx. 


JlyHa cTenuyia TeHN, 
CuaAsIN 3eJIeHA. 

3a rojible KONeCHH 
Ou OOHMMAJI MeHS. 


V1 Tak, BXOXHYBIM r1y6Ko, 
Cka3aJI NO]] 3BOH BeETBEH: 
«[Ipoujan, Mox rosryOKa, 
Jo HOBbIX 2KypaBJlen». 
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To L. I. Kashina 


Head of green tresses 
And maiden breast, 
Why on the pond, birch, 
Your gaze clo yout rest? 


What does the wind whisper, 
Sancl intone? 

In your braid-boughs will you 
Set a moon-comb? 


Your secret wood-thoughts 
Disclose to me! 

I love your sad toncs 

On autumn eve. 


“Curious friend,” in reply 
The birch said, 

‘Tears here by starlight 
A shepherd shed. 


‘The moon cast shadows 
Bencath green trees. 

He held me, clasping 

My bare’knees. 


‘And sighed, as my branches 
Rustled above: 

‘Till next year’s crancs come 
Farewell, my love? ” 
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KAHTATA 


Crue, 2KOOMMbIe OpaTha. 
CHOBa powHad 3eMIIA 
Hexoyie6umble paTu 
JIBYDKeT Noy, CTeHbI Kpemaa. 


Hosbple B MHpe 3a4aTbaA, 
3apeBo KpacHbIx 3apHHll... 
Crute, 210OnMMbIe OpaTba, 
B cBeTe HeTJICHHbIX TpoOHHy. 


Cosme 31aTOLO NewaTb1o 
CTpaxkem CTOHT y BOpOT... 
Crute, 2HOOMMbIe OpatTha, 
MuMo Bac ABYXKETCA paTbio 
K 30pM BCeJICHCKMM HapoOn. 
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CANTATA 


Slcep peacefully, dear brothers. 

{n answer to her call 

Staunch champions of our country 
March past the Kremlin walls. 


New thoughts the world is bearing. 
Red lightning tints the sky... 

Sleep peacefully, dear brothers, 
Where in your tombs you lie. 


Like a gold seal, to guard you 
The sun stands by the door... 
Sleep peacefully, dear brothers, 
The people here go marching 
To the universal dawn, 


1918 


98 


% oF + 


A NOKMHYJI POAMMBIN OM, 
Tony6yto octaBu Pycs. 

B Tpx 3Be3qbI Oepe3HaAK Hay NpyqoM 
TensiuT MaTepH CTapou rpycTp. 


3OJOTOLO JIATYWIKOM JIyHa 
PaciijiacTaylacb Ha THXOM Bore. 
CJIOBHO AOJIOHHbIM BeT, CeyJHHa 
Y OTla Mpomusach B Gopore. 


51 He CKOpO, He CKOpoO BepHycp! 
YJonro NeTb HM 3BeHeTE Mypre. 
CrepexeT romyOyro Pycp 
CTapbIM KJIeH Ha OJHOM Hore. 


Vi « 3Hal0, eCTb paflOCTh B HEM 
TeM, KTO JIMCTbeB LeyeT JO#KDb, 
OTTOrO, 4TO TOT CTapbIM KJICH 
TonosBow Ha MCHA MOXOX. 


1918 


99 


+ * 6 


I left my father’s home, 

Blue Russia too. Like three 
Bright stars the small birch grove 
Consoles my mother’s grief. 


The moon, spread like a frog, 
Has on the pond appeared. 
Like apple blossom, locks 

Of grey fleck father’s beard. 


Long shall you wait for me, 
And many a blizzard blow! 
Let the old maple be 

On one-legged sentry-go. 


To kiss its rain of leaves 

Is joy, and none so fine— 

The head of the maple-tree 
So closely resembles mine. 
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3akpyXH1aCb JIMCTBA 30JIOTAA 
B po3o0BaTou Boze Ha NIpysy, 
CnoBHo 6a60uek lerkas CTaAa 

C 3aMMpaHbeM JIETHT Ha 3Be3/y. 


A ceroyqHA BLOOeH B TOT BeYep, 
byM30K Cepflly *KeJITeIOWMM OUI. 
OtTpok-BeTep M0 caMble nyleuH 
3arOuM Ha Gepe3ke MNopoN. 


MB ayue HB AONHE Npoxuaja, 
CyHMM CyMpak Kak CTaj(O OBell, 
3a KasIMTKOFO CMOJIKIUero Caja 
II po3BeHuT H 3ampeT OyG6eHell. 


A euje HuKOrya Geperx*JIHBO 

Tak He CJIyWWajI pa3yMHYFO IIVJIOT, 
XOpoulo Obl, KaK BETKaMH HBA, 
OMpOKHHYTBCA B PO3OBOCTE BO]. 


XoOpouio 6b, Ha cTor yb1Oasxch, 
Mopjon Mecsalla CeHO KeBaTb... 

Tye Thi, re, MOA THXad paylocth — 
Bce n1068, HH4erO He %KeaTb? 
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The twirling golden birch-leaves 
Upon the pink pond lie 

Like a flock of butterflies, hurtling 
To a distant star to die. 


This evéning fascinates me 

The yellowing vale delights. 
The frolicsome breeze is raising 
The birch skirts shoulder-high. 


The vale’s cool, cool my heart ts, 
Like sheep is the blue dusk. 

At the gate of the silent garden 
A hell rings, then is hushed. 


How closely now [I listen 

To flesh in the mind’s grip! 

It would be fine, like willows, 
In pink waters to dip. 


And with a moon-mouth, smiling 
At anew rick, hay to chew... 
Quiet joy, nothing desiring, 
Loving everything, where are you? 
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T1o>K]{MK MOKpbIMH MeTJIaMH UHMCTHT 
MBHAKOBBIM MOMET NO Wyram. 

II m1onca, BeTep, OXallKaMH JIMCTbeB, — 
4A TakOHW Ke, Kak TBI, XyJIMTaH. 


A mro6s110, Koryja CHHHe wath, 
Kak Cc TAxKeJION NOXONKON BOJIBI, 
2KuBOTaMI, JIMCTBOK XPMIIALIHMH, 
IIo KoeHKaM MapaloT CTBOIJIBI. 


Bot OHO, Moe CTayO pbbxee! 

KTOo x BOCeTb ero yume Mor? 
Broxy, BYKy, KaK CyYMepKH JIM KYyT 
Cuyleq{bI YeJIOBCUbMX HOT. 


Pycb MO, JepeBaHHas Pycp! 

A of MH TBON Nebel HW raawmartan. 
3BePHHbIX CTHXOB MOHX I'pyCTb 
A KOpMHI pe3eyon WM MATOH. 


B360pe3>kH, NOJIHOUb, JIYHbI KYBLUIMH 
3avepnHyTp MouoKa Sepes3! 
CNIOBHO xO¥eT KOLO NpHAYWIMTb 
PykaMu KpecTos noroct! 


bpoguT yepHaad XKYTb M0 XOJIMaM, 
3noOy Bopa CTpyHT B Halll Cad, 
TOJIbKO CaM «4 pa300HHHK HM XaM 
V1 m0 KpOBH cTenHOM KOHOKpa{. 


KToO Byyjasl, KaK B HOUN KMMMT 
KUIMAUeHBIX YEPeMyx paTb? 
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HOOLIGAN 


With a wet broom a shower sweeps up 
The droppings willows strew. 

Spit, wind, your mouthfuls of leaves out-— 
I’m a hooligan, like you. 


I love to observe blue coppices, 
Like lumbering oxen, go 
Dirtying tree-trunks halfway up 
With bellies scraping low. 


There it is, my herd of red cattle! 
Who better could sing its praise? 
I can see the twilight licking 

The footprints a man has made. 


My Russia, old wooden Russia! 

I alone am your herald and bard. 

With mint and mignonette I’ve nourished 
The grief of my wild-beast art. 


Come, light up the moon-jug, midnight. 
To scoop up the birch-trees’ milk! 

With grave-cross fingers the cemetery 
Looks ready by throttling to kill. 


There’s terror abroad, in our orchard 
The spite of a thief it inflames. 

I’m a boor myself, and a scoundrel 
With horse-stealer’s blood in my veins. 


Have you seen at night-time the seething 
Bird cherry blossom vibrate? 
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Mhe ObI B HOUb B rouy6ou cTenHv 
Tye-HHOy]b C KACTeHEM CTOATD. 


AX, YBAJ FONOBbI MOeH KYCT, 
3acocaJI MeHA MeceHHBIH MIeH. 
Ocy>keH 4 Ha KaTopre 4yBCTB 
BepTeTb *KepHOBa MOoM. 


Ho He Oonca, Oe3yMHbIM BeT?, 
TOK CNOKOMHO JIMCTBOH MO JlyraM. 
He cotTpeT Meus KJIM4Ka «IIO09T», 
4M B MecHsX, Kak TbI, XYJIMraH. 
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But the place for me ts the blue steppe 
With a bludgeon, lying in wait. 


O the shrub of my head has wilted 

And song bondage‘has sucked me down. 
I'm fated in feeling’s prison 

To turn poetry’s millstones round. 


Fear not, mad wind! Unconcernedly 
Go spit out the foliage, do! 

The ‘‘poet”’ tag won’t be the end of me, 
I’m a hooligan in poetry too. 
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Mup TavHCTBeHHbIM, MHp MOM J{peBHHH, 
TbI, KaK BeTep, 3aTHX H MpHced. 

BoT caBHJIH 3a LUeFO JIepeBHIO 
KaMmeuHHble pyKH LWIOCCce. 


Tak HCMyraHHoO B CHEXKHYHO BbIOeJIb 
SaMeTallacb 3BCHAMAaA *KYT. 
3paBcTByH TbI, MOA YepHas ruOellb, 
A HaBcTpeuy K TeGe BbIXOXY! 


Topo, ropog, Thi B CXBaTKe *KeCTOKOK 
OxkpecTH Hac Kak MayjaJib HW Mpa3b, 
CTbIHET MoJle B TOCKe BOJIOOKOH, 
Tenlerpaq@HbIMu CToOaMH aBacb. 


DKYJIMCT MYCKYJI Y J[bABOJIBCKOH BBbIH, 
MV snerka eX YyryHHad rats. 

Hy, qa 4To xe? Beyb HaM He BrepBble 
VM pacwiaTbipaTbcs MW mponayats. 


IlycTb aya Cepaija Taryye KOJIKO, 
OTO NecHA 3BEpHHbIx Mpasl.. 

... [aK OXOTHHMKH TpaBaT BOJIKA, 
3a.KMMad B THCKH OOJIaB.. 


3Bepb Npunali... 4H M3 MaCMypHbIx Hepp 
KTO-TO CIyCTHT CeMuac KypKH... 

Byapyr NpbbKoK... MH WByHOroro HeApyra 
Pa3quparoT Ha YaCTH KJIBIKH. 


O, IpuBeT TeGe, 3Bepb MOM JIKOOMMBIH! 
TbI He JapOM faelIbCA HOXY. 
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Secret world, old world of mine, 
Windlike, you crouch expectant and still. 
Look, the stone arms of the highway 
Squeeze the village’s neck—to kill. | 


Hither, thither the powers of terror 
Over the snowbound country race. 
Hello, you there, my black destroyer, 
I go to meet you face to face! 


City, city, you fight us savagely, 
Christen us carrion, call us dirt. 

The fields grow chillier in dumb anguish 
As telegraph poles transfix the earth. 


The devil’s neck has wiry muscles, 

It easily bears the iron road. 

So what? We’ve had our noses busted 
Before and we have reeled from blows. 


Though for the heart it’s excruciating, 
This is a song of wild-beast rights!... 
... Hunters enjoy to go wolf-chasing 
Just like this, as the noose draws tight. 


The wild beast crouches... In deep ambush 
Somebody a trigger will press... 

A sudden leap... The two-legged enemy 

Is savaged as fierce fangs rip his chest. 


Hail, beast! My love for you is unbounded. 
Not in vain you leap at the knife. 
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Kak H ThI — A, OTBCIOAY TOHHMBIA, 
Cpejb 2KeyIe3HbIX BparoB NMpoxoxy. 


Kak HM ThI — «A BCerga HarorTose, 

V1 xoTb CyIbILLY NMOGeAHbIN POXKOK, 

Ho otTmpo6yeT BpaxkecKOH KpoBH 

Mou nocueqHHi, CMepTeJIbHbIM MpbbKOK. 


V1 nyckan 4 Ha pbixsyro BbIOeub 
Yay W 3apoOrwch B CHETY... 

Bce >Ke Me€CHIO OTMIIeCHbA 3a THOeJIb 
IIponoroT MuHe Ha TOM Oepery. 
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I, like you, on all sides hounded, 
Among iron enemies go through life. 


I, like you, am ever in readiness. 
Hearing the horn sound my defeat, 

J still go for the blood of my enemies 
With a firial, fatal leap. 


Though in the field of snow I tumble 
And a deep grave-hole in it bore... 
Yet a song to avenge my destruction 
Will be sung on that other shore. 
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CTopoua JIb TbI MOA, CTOpOHa! 
Tooke Boe, OCeEHHEE OJIOBO. 

B yepHou JlyxKe NPOApOriuHH Ponapb 
OrtpaxkaeT Oe3ryOyto rosioBy. 


Het, yk JIyulue MHe He CMOTPeTB, 
UToObI BApyr He yBHeTb Xy>Kero, 
A Ha BCHO 9TY P2KaByIO MpeTb 
Bydy WypuTb ryia3a MW CyxKMBaTb, 


Tak H€MHOLO TerJien HW Oe3601bHEH, 
TIocMOTpH: Mex CKeJIeTOB JOMOB, 
CJIOBHO MCJIBHHK, HECeT KOJIOKOJIbHA 
Meguble MeImIKH KOJOKOJIOB, 


Ecym royiogeH Tht — Oyjellb ChITbIM. 
Koylb HecuacTeH — TO BeceJl H pal. 
TOJIbKO JIMLUb HE PIA OTKPbITO, 
Mod 3eMHOM HeEH3BECTHBIM Opa¥r. 


Kak nofyMasI A — Tak M Cpediad, 
Ho yap! Bce ogo ut To x! 
ByHO, CJIMLIKOM MpHBbIKJIO TesIO 
OulywaTb 9Ty CTy*Ky HW [pox 


Hy, ja uTo Ke? Beab MHOro npounx, 
He ouH 4 B MHDpy *KHBOH! 

A ouapb TO MHTHET, TO 3axOxO¥eT 
Besry6ou cBoew rovioBon. 
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My dear, one and only land! 
Autumn rain from atin sky drips. 
In a puddle a shivering lamp 
Reflects a head with no lips. 


Better don’t look! Or something worse 
May come, take me by surprise. 

So all this rust-coloured murk 

I view through screwed-up eyes. 


It’s warmer that way, hurts less. 
Look, miller-like the bell-tower is 
Carrying copper sacks of bells 
Between the skeleton-houses. 


You shall be sated, if hungry, 
Cheerful, if stricken by woe. 
But do not gape at it, brother, 
Earthly brother I do not know, 


I did as I had a mind to 

It did not alter a thing. 

It seems I’ve developed a liking 
For cold and shivering. 


So what? Besides me there are also 
Many others alive, not dead. 

The lamp’s now winking, now guffawing 
Though it has no lips in its head. 
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TobkKo cepyuie Nop BeETXON Ofe2*TOK 
IilenueT MHe, noceTHBLUIemMy TBeEpyb: 
«pyr MOH, [pyr MOM, Npo3speBlIHe Bex bI 
3ak pbIBaeT Of[Ha JIMIIb CMEpTb». 
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But my heart under ragged clothing 
Whispers to me, earth’s guest: 

‘“‘My friend, the eyes you have opened 
Will only be closed by death.” 
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He >KalJlero, He 30By, He Iilayy, 

Bce mpongert, Kak Cc OeubIx AOJIOHb JIbIM. 
YBAaHbA 3OJIOTOM OXBaYeHHbIN, 

A He Oyzy Oombule MOJIOAbLIM. 


TbI Tenepb He Tak yx 6yfelib ONTECA, 
Cepye, TDOHyTOe XOJO{KOM, 

Vi ctpana Oepe3o0z0ro cuTIa 

He 3aMaHHT WIJIATBCA OOCHKOM. 


yx Opoys>KHH! Tp! Bce pexe, pexe 
PacileBeJIMBaeLIb MJIaMeHb yCT. 

O MOs-yTpadeHHasd CBEXKECTh, 
ByHcTBO rjla3 MW MOMOBO{be 4YBCTB. 


A Tellepb CKyMee CTaJI B KeJIaHbAx, 
2KU3Hb MOA? Wb ThI IpHCHWacb MHe? 
CJIOBHO A BeECeHHeH yJIKOM paHbio 
IIpockakaJI Ha pO30BOM KOHE. 


Bce MbI, BCe MbI B 3TOM Mupe TJICHHBI, 
THXO JbeTCH C KJICHOB JIMCTLEB MEDD... 
Byjb. Ke TbI BOBeK OJIarOCNOBeEHHO, 
OTO NpHWJIO MpOuUBecTb HW yMepeTb, 
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No regret I feel, no pain, no sorrow, 
Blossom blows away, a song Is sung. 
Overcome by autumn gold, tomorrow 
I myself shall be no longer young. 


You'll not throb, heart, as before, but tremble, 
Feeling chills that you have not yet known. 

In bare feet you shall no more be tempted 
Through the birch-print countryside to roam. 


Roving spirit, ever now less often 

Do you rouse a flame upon my lips. 
Freshness I have lost, keen looks forgotten, 
Feelings running at full flood I miss. 


I’m austerer now in my desiring. 

Life, were you real, or of fancy born? 
It’s as if in spring I’ve been out riding 
On a pink horse in the vibrant dawn. 


In this world of ours we all are mortal, 
Copper leaves from maples gently slide... 
Ever blest was I to be accorded 

Time for blossoming before I died. 
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Bce »2HBOe OCOOOK MeTOHK 
OrTMeyaeTca C paHHHx Nop. 

Ecuyin He ObIN ObI A NOSTOM, 

TO, HaBepHoO, ObIJI MOLUCHHHK HX BOP. 


XYOMaBbIM HM HH3KOPOCJIbIN, 
Cpeyb MaJIbUHWeK BCerga repon, 
UactTo, uacTo Cc pa30HTbIM HOCOM 
IIpuxogui a kK ce6e JOMOKH. 


Vs HaBcTpeyy MCNyraHHOM Mame 

A equ CKBO3b KPOBaBbIM port: 
«Huyero! 51 CnOTKHYJICA O KAMEHb, 
ITO K 3aBTpaMy BCE 3aKHBeT», 


V1 Tenepb BOT, Kora Npoctbiia 
OTMX HEH KMMNATKOBAA BA3b, 
Becnokonuads, Wep3kaxa CHJia 
Ha MNOSMbI MOH IIpoJIMach. 


3ooTadA COBecHad rpysa, 

Vs Haj KaxKOK CTPOKON 6e3 KOHL a 
OtTpaKaeTca NpexKHAA yasib 
3a6uvAKK MW COpBaHla. 


Kak Torja, A OTBaXKHbIM WM TOpybIN, 
TOJIbKO HOBbIO MOM OpbI3xKeT Wa?r... 
EcuuM paHble MHe OMJIM B MOpyy, 
To Tenepb BCA B KPOBH Aya. 
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The lives of us all are moulded 
At birth—such is my belief. 

I well might, if not a poet, 
Have been a rogue or a thief. 


A thin little boy, but ever 

A hero in the eyes of those 

Young playmates of mine, I’d often 
Come home with a bleeding nose. 


In a thick voice I’d tell mummy 
Through lips I’d barely feel: 

“It’s nothing! I tripped and tumbled. 
By morning the bruise will heal.” 


Today, when the hot quick temper 
I once had has cooled and slowed, 
Into my verse the reckless 
Strength of my youth has flowed. 


A goldmine of loquacity, 

In every line there persists 
The former wild audacity 
Of a lad quick with his fists. 


I’m just as proud and dogged, 
But with new pain I smart— 

My nose they used to bloody, 
Now I've a bloodied heart. 
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Hye roBopro A HE Mame, 

A B 4yXKOH HM XOXOUYLIHH COpor: 
«Huyero! 51 CnOTKHYyJICA O KAMeHb, 
ITO K 3aBTpaMy BCe 3axKMBeT! » 


Despanrd 1922 
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And now I tell—not mummy, 

But a loud mob hostile to me: 

“Tt’s nothing. I tripped and tumbled. 
By morning the bruise will heal.” 


February 1922 
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5 oOMaHbIBaTb CeOs HE CTaHy, 
Sanerya 3a60Ta B Cepylie MrIMCTOM. 
OTuyero MNpOcsIbi A WapaTaHOM? 
OrTuero Npocsibi A CKaH]asIMCTOM? 


He 3n0yen «4 4 He rpaOu JIecoM, 

He pacctTpesmBaJI HeCYaCTHbIX NO TEMHHLaM. 
A BCero JIMWb YMYHbIM NOBECa, 
Yb16arou[MMCA BCTPedHbIM JIMWaM. 


A MOCKOBCKHM OSOPHOH ryaKa. 
IIo BceMy TBEPCKOMy OKOJIOTKY 
B nepeymkax Kaan CoOaka 
3HAeT MOFKO JIErKy!O NOXOKy. 


Kaxk]\aa 3a puilaHHad JIOWMAayb 
TonoBOH KHBaeT MHE HaBCTpeyy. 

[1a 3BepeX NpHATeb A XOPOLIMH, 
Kak ]bIM CTHX MOH JYLWy 3Bepsx JIEdHT. 


SA xOxy B UKJIMH pe He WIA KEHILAH — 

B rylynouv cTpacTu cepyile KHTb He B CHJIe, — 
B HeM yqoOuHeH, rpyCTb CBOKO YMeCHbILIMB, 
S3OOTO OBCa faBaTb KOGpIIe. 


Cpeyb soe 4 pyxKObl He MMeL, 

A MHOMY MOKOpHIca WapcrTBy. 
Kaxkyomy 3f{eCb KoOeJO Ha LIe10 

A TOTOB OTaTb MOM JVI PasicTyK. 


121 


+ * + 


Self-deception is not in my nature, 

On. my heart there weighs a thought appalling: 
How come I have earned the reputation 

Of a charlatan, a tavern-brawler? 


I’m no thug, I’ve not stopped folk and stripped them, 
Shot wretches in jail or other places. 

I’m a rake, the kind you find in cities, 

Greeting with a smile oncoming faces. 


I’m a cheeky Moscow mischief-maker. 

Go down all the highways and the byways, 
Not a single dog there will mistake it— 
My light tread at once he recognises. 


Every wretched horse, whose life’s accursed, 
Nods his head to me with kindly feeling. 

I’m a good friend of all beasts, my verses 
Bring to animal hearts a touch of healing. 


I wear a top hat not for the ladies— 

I can’t stand such sentimental rubbish. 
It’s acure for grief when with its aid I 
Feed a mare her golden oats for supper. 


As for people, I’ve no friends among them. 
It’s another kingdom I belong to. 

My best necktie I'll give any mongrel 
Here—and readily, because I want to. 
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MH Tenepb yX « OosleTb He CTaHy. 
IIposacHusIaCb OMYTb B Cepyle MIJIMCTOM. 
OTToro NpOcsIbI A WapsaTaHOM, 
OTTOrO NpocsbIII A CKAH{aJIMCTOM. 


1922 
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Now no longer shall I feel vexation, 

My heart’s murk is clearer, less appalling. 
That was how I won the reputation 

Of a charlatan, a tavern-brawler. 


1922 
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Yja! Tenepb peureno. be3 so3spata 
A NOKMHYJI pOPHble Nos. 

Yx He 6yNyT IHCTBOIO KpbluaTon 
Hao MHO? 3BeHEeTb TOMOIJISA. 


Hvu3kui OM 6e3 MeHA CCYTYJIHTCA, 
CTapbIi mec MOM JaBHO H3f0x. 

Ha MOCKOBCKHX H30FrHyTBIX yIH Wax 
YMepeTh, 3HaTb, CyqMJI MHe Oor. 


A 1000 STOT rOpon BAZEBBIN, 
IlycTb oOpros3r OH H MycTb Ofpsx. 
3ooTax WpeMoTHasd A3HA 
Onounsia Ha kKynoax. 


A Kora HOUbIO CBETHT MCCALL, 
Korja CBeTHT.., YepT 3HaeT Kak! 
A uy, FONOBOLO CBECHCH, 
TIlepeyIKOM B 3HaKOMBIH KaOak. 


Iilym uw raM B 9TOM JIOFOBe 2KYTKOM, 
Ho Bcto HOUb HalIposeT, AO 3apH, 

A 4uTaro CTHXH MpOcTHTyTKaM 

Vc OaHAMTaMH 2Kapro CIMpT. 


Cepyye Obetcx Bce Yaye H YaLe, 
VM syx 4 roBopro HeBnOnNayy: 

«Sl TaKOM Ke, Kak BbI, MpoMmajHH, 
Mue Tenepb He yHTH Ha3ay». 
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It’s settled! Yes, it is forever 

I have left my native fields. 
Never more shall rustling poplars 
Shed on me their wingéd leaves. 


Pll not watch the old home crumbling. 
My old dog died long ago. 

In the winding streets of Moscow 

I'll die—since God wills it so. 


I love this elaborate city, 
Though it’s flabby, getting old. 
Golden Asia so bewitchingly 
Slumbers in these onion domes. 


When the moon in all its glory 
Shines at night as bright as hell, 
Head down, I go round the corner 
To a tavern I know well. 


In that den the din’s infernal, 
But with crooks I drink all night 
And to prostitutes my verses 
Until daybreak I recite. 


My heart’s beating ever faster 

And I say quite out of turn: 

‘‘T’m a dead loss, like you bastards. 
For me there’s no return.” 
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Hy3kvii 0M 6e3 MeHA CCYTYJIMTCH, 
CTapbim lec MOH aBHO H3y0Xx. 

Ha MOCKOBCKHX M30PrHyTbIX yJIMWax 
YMepeTB, 3HAaTb, CyAHII MHe Oor. 


1922 
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I'll not watch the old home crumbling. 
My old dog died long ago. 

In the winding streets of Moscow 

I'll die—since God wills it so. 


1922 
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OTa yIMWa MHe 3HaKOMa, 

Vs 3HaKOM 9STOT HH3CHbKHA JOM. 
II poBoyosB romy6ax comoma 
OnpokuHysiacb Hay| OKHOM. 


Bbijiv POWbI TAKEIbIX GENCTBUH, 
Tob! 6GyHHbIX, Ge3yMHBIX CHIL. 
BcnOMHMJI A JEPeEBEHCKOE JIeETCTBO, 
BcnoOMHMWJI A J}EpeBeEHCKY!O CHHB. 


He uckalsi A HX CyaBbl, HM MOKOA, 
A c TUIETOM 3TOM CaBbI 3HAKOM. 
A cenuac, Kak ra3a 3aKpow, 
Brwxky TOJIbKO POAMTENbCKHM JOM. 


Bywxy cay B romyObIx Hakpalax, 
THXxO aBrycT Npuser KO NJIeTHW, 
Tlep>kaT JIMMbI B 3e€JICHbIX lamlax 
[ITw4nMh TOMOH H WebeTHHO. 


A NIOOM ITOT OM JepeBAHHbIN, 

B 6peBHax TeMIMIacb TpO3HaA MOPIIIb, 
Hala NeY4b KaK~-TO JMKO M CTpaHHO 
3aBbiBasa B OK] JIMBY!O HOUb. 


[omoc rpOMKHH M BCXJIMMeHb 3bIUHBIN, 
Kak O KOM-TO NOrHOleM, *XHBOM. 

“ITO OH BHAe, BEpONIOA KMPMMYHBIN, 
B 3aBbIBaHHX OK ]eEBOM? 


BHHO, BHesI OH JaNbHHe CTpaHpl, 
CoH Apyronu MW WBeTyLIen NOpsl, 
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This street is so very familiar 

And this humble cottage too. 

Now wires are thrown over the window 
Like a bundle of straws, bright blue. 


There were years of much bitter suffering, 
Of strength that was wilful and wild. 

I recall early days in the country, 

The blue hues of the countryside. 


Not fame or peace have I been seeking. 

I know how vain such fame can be. 

Today when with closed eyes I’m dreaming 
It’s only the old home I see. 


Blue raindrops are decking the garden, 

By the fence August curls up to drowse. 

With their green paws the lindens are guarding 
The birdsong adorning their boughs. 


How I loved it, this cottage of timber, 

The wrinkled beams breathing snug might. 
Our stove in a strange way would whimper 
And wail on a dark rainy night. 


Loud sighing, and sobbing and wheezing, 
As for someone living but lost. 

What could that brick camel be seeing 

In the rain’s wailing that never stopped? 


Some faraway countries, evidently, 
And other more auspicious days, 
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3onoTbie necku Aq@raHuctana 
Vs cTrekKnaAHHYy!O XMapb byxappl. 


Ax, M A 3TH CTpaHb! 3HakO — 

Cam HeMaJIbIM MpOWe; TaM IlyTb. 
TObKO 671K>Ke K POJMMOMY Kpato 
Mue 6 xoTeyiocb Tellepb NOBEPHyTB. 


Ho yracyia Ta He>xkKHas Apema, 
Bce uctTieno B AbIMy rouyOom. 
Mup Te6e — noyieBax comoma, 
Mup Te6e — jepeBAHHBIN J[OM! 


1923 
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Afghanistan’s golden deserts 
And Bukhara’s glassy haze. 


With those distant lands I’m familiar. 

I followed there many a track. 
Somewhere that is nearer my homeland 
I prefer now—it’s time to go back. 


The sweet daydream vanishes suddenly, 
Dissolving in blue mist, it’s gone. 

Peace to you, my field-straw country, 
Peace to you, dear timber home! 


1923 
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MHe oOcTaJlacb OHA 3a0aBa: 
[]aJIbUbI B POT — HX BeCeJIbIN CBHCT. 
I]pokaTHslacb JypHasx CJlaBa, 

YtTo noxa6HnK & MM CKaHaJiHcrT. 


Ax! Kaka” CMelIHasd notepa! 
MHOro B >2KH3HH CMELIHbIX IIOTEPb, 
CTbIJHO MH, 4TO 4 B OOFra BepHII. 
[OpbKO MHe, UTO He Beprto Telepb. 


3onotTble WasieKkve jas! 

Bce cKMraeT 2KHMTEMCKaA MPETB. 
VM snoxa6uvyas a WM CKaHyanng 
J]IA TOTO, UTOOLI Ape TOPeTE. 


jap nosta — JlackaTb HM KapsxOaTb, 
PoOKOBas Ha HEM TeuaTB. 

Po3y 6esyto c YeEPHOrO 2Kabon 

A xXoTeJI Ha 3eMJIe MOBCHYATH. 


IlycTb He Clay{HJINcb, NyCcTb He CObIJIMCb 
OTH NOMBICJIbI PO3OBbIX HEN. 

Ho kKOuIb YepTH B Aye rHeE3AMIIMCh — 
3HauUHT, aHTeJIbI KJ B HEM. 


Bot 3a 9TO BecejIHe MyTH, 
OTIpaBJIAACb C HEM B Kpal HHOH, 

A xouy Mpv NocsleqHen MHHyTe 
IIJompocutTs Tex, KTO 6yqeT CO MHOHM, — 
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There’s one joy left to me: whistling 
With two fingers in my mouth. 

The tale that I like tavern-brawling 
And swearing has got about. 


How really comic the loss is! 

In life many more we know. 

I’m ashamed I believed in God once, 
I regret not believing now. 


How deep were the vistas, how golden! 
All perish in life’s grim night. 

I swore and I raised hell, so as 

To burn with a brighter light. 


The poet’s gift—soothing or harrying— 
Was on me by fate bestowed. 

I wanted on earth to marry 

A white rose to a black toad. 


What matter if my fair intentions 
Their fulfilment never saw? 

If fiends in my heart have nested, 
There were angels in it before. 


For the sake of this murky merriment, 
When for other shores I am bound 

I would like at the very last moment 
To beg those who’ll gather round 
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4T06 3a Bce 3a rpexW MOH Ta>KKHe, 
3a HeBepnue B OaropaThb 


T]on0>KHJIM MeHA B pyccKOH pyOalike 
IT]oq HKOHaMH yMHpatTp. 


1923 
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That for all my sins and failings, 
For distrusting blessings, may I 
In a Russian blouse be laid out 
Under the icons to die. 


1923 
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3ametasica Nox*Kap rosy6ou, 
[Jo3a6bIIMcb POAMMBIe asi. 

B nepBbik pa3 A 3alle I po AKOOOBB, 
B nepBbIM pa3 OTpeKalocb CKaHJaJIHTb. 


BbIJI A BeECb — Kak 3allyIWeHHbIM Caz, 
BbiJI Ha *KeCHIJHH HM 3e71Me NayKHH, 
Pa30HpaBHJIOCh MMTb HM WAACaTb 

Vs TepaATb CBOFKO XKH3Hb 6€3 OFIAKH. 


Mue ObI TOJIbKO CMOTpeTb Ha Te6a, 
Buyers ria3 31aTO-KapHu OMYT, 

Vs uto6, mpomioe He 11064, 

TbI yHTH He CMOPJia K Pyromy. 


TlocTyll He>KHad, JIerKMM CTaH, 
Ecam 6 3HaJia ThI Cepyllem yYNOpHEIM, 
Kak yMeeT JFOOHMTh xyJIMraH, 

Kak yMeeT OH ObITb NMOKOPHBIM. 


A 6 HaBeKH 3a6ObIJI KaOakKUu 

V1 scruxu ObI nMcaTb 3a6pocniy, 
ToylbKO 6 TOHKO KacaTbCa pyKH 
Vs BouOC TBOMX I[BETOM B OCEHE, 


A 6 HaBeKH Nowlen 3a TOGOK 
XOTb B CBOM, XOTb B YyXKHE Jasin.... 


B nepsbii pa3 4 3alleJI po JOOOBb, 
B nepsBbivi pa3 OTpeKaroCb CKaHaJIHTb. 
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I am happy as heaven above, 

Home parts no more fondly recalling. 

For the first time I write about love, 

For the first time renounce tavern-brawling. 


I was just like a garden gone wild, 

For women and drink were my weakness. 
Now dancing and drink I despise, 

And wasting my life without reason. 


I wish simply on you to gaze, 

At your hazel-brown eyes to wonder, 
To hope that you, scorning past days, 
Will never leave me for another. 


Your graceful and slim waist I scan, 
If only you had a notion 

What true love a hooligan 

Could offer you, what devotion. 


At taverns no more would I glance, 
I’d give up the writing of poetry 
Just gently to touch your hands 
And hair, the colour of autumn. 


I’d follow you, never give up, 

Wherever you went exploring... 

For the first time I write about love, 

For the first time renounce tavern-brawling. 
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IlyckaM TbI BbINMTa pyro, 

Ho MHE OCTAJIOCb; -MHE OCTaJIOCh 
TBOMX BOJIOC CTEKJIAHHbIHM JIbIM 
Vs ria3 OCe€HHAA yYCTAaJIOCTb. 


O, Bo3pacT OceHu! OH MHE 
Jjopoxe FOHOCTH H JieTa. 

TbI CTaJIa HPaBHTbCA BYBOMHE 
Boo6OpaxeHH!to Nosta. 


A ceppljem HUMKOrDAa HE JIry, 

Vs notomy Ha ronoc 4BaHCcTBa 
BecTpene tuo cKa3aTb MOry, 

OTO A MpOlawcb C XyJIMTaHCcTBOM. 


I]opa paccTaTbca c O30pHOHK 

Vs HeMOKOpHO!o OTBaroHn. 

YK Cepyle HalWJIOCb HHOH, 
KpoBb OTpe3BJIAFOLWWerO Oparon. 


Vs MHE B OKOUIKO NocTyyali 
CeuTsa6pb OarpaxAHOM BETKON MBBI, 
4T0O A FOTOB ObIJI HM BCTpeyan 
Ero lpHxoy HEMpHxOTJIMBBIN. 


Temepb CO MHOrMM A MHpIocb 
be3 NpHHy2KeHbs, 6e3 yTparTsl. 
MHOW KaxeTca MHE Pycs, 
MuHbIMH — KJlayOula HM XaTBl, 


I] po3payHo « CMOTptO BOKpyr 
Vs BYXKY, TaM JIM, 30eCb JIM, re-TO Jib, 
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Though by another you be drained, 
For me remains the glint mysterious 

Of your long tresses, there remains 
Your languid eyes’ autumnal weariness. 


Age of maturity! I vow 

You're dearer now than youth or summer. 
In my imagination now 

You charm the poet in me doubly. 


At heart I'll never tell a lie. 

Therefore I may say without flinching, 
When boastfulness needs a reply, 

That with my hooligan ways I’ve finished. 


It’s time to break with mischief now 

And recklessness that bubbles over. 

I have already drunk enough 

Of a brew that makes the bloodstream sober. 


September has tapped on my pane 
With purple osier-bough advising 
Me I should be prepared to greet 
Its uncapricious soft arrival. 


With much I now have made my peace 
Without loss and without compulsion. 
The cemeteries different seem, 

So do the cottages—and Russia. 


With clearer eyes I look around, 
The answer always is the same one: 
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To ThI Ofna, cecTpa H pyr, 
MoryJia ObITb CIYTHMUWen MosTa. 


To a OfHOK Te6e Ob! MOT, 
BocnHTbIBasnch B NOCTOAHCTBE, 
IIponetb 0 cyMepKax Opor 

VM syxopayem xyJIMraHcTBe. 
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That you alone, sister and frend, 
Could be the poet’s true companion, 


That I could sing to you alone, 

Stability to me imparting, 

Of twilight hours upon the road 
And hooligan habits departing. 
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Beyep wepubie OpoBu Hacony. 
UbM-TO KOHH CTOAT y ABOpa. 

He Byepa JIM A MOJOMOCTS MNponHs? 
Pa3sIKOOHJ JIM TeOa HE BYUepa? 


He xpanu, 3ano3yqaslaa Tponka! 
Hala 2KH3Hb MNpoHecsacb 6e3 cyleqa. 
MoxetT, 3aBTpa OOJIBHHY4HaA KONKA 
YNOKOMT MeHA HaBcerya. 


MoxeT, 3aBTpa COBCeM NO-]pyromy 
A yy, HCWeICHHbIM HaBeK, 
CylyuuaTb NecHH Ox yen HW Yepemyx, 
Uem 3]}0POBbIN KUBET YEJIOBEK. 


ITlo3a6yqy A Mpa4yHBble CHIIbI, 

OYTO Tep3aJIM Meus, ryOa. 

OO6s1MK JIacKOBbIM! OOIIMK MHJIbIH! 
JIMuIb ofHy He 3a6yny Teba. 


IlycTs a OyAy NKOOHTS Apyryto, 
Ho XH CHEW, C AIOOHMOHN, C Apyron, 
Pacckaxy mpo Te6a, Joporyto, 
YTo Korfa-To «4 3BaJ1 JOporon. 


PaccKaxy, Kak TeKJla ObIJIax 

Hala *H3Hb, 4TO ObIJION HE ObIIA... 
TonosBa Jib ThI MOA yAasag, 

Jjo 4ero XK ThI MCHA OBeJIAa? 
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Its black eyebrows evening lowers, 
Someone’s horses champ at the door. 
Was it yesterday that I threw away 

My youth, found I loved you no more? 


Tardy troika team, stop your snorting! 
Without trace passed the life we led. 
Tomorrow I may be forever 

Laid to rest in a hospital bed. 


Or else I may leave, a very 
Different person, cured for all time, 
The song of the rain, of bird cherry 
To hear again, as in life’s prime. 


Pll forget those malignant forces 
That made me chafe and fret. 
Kindly face! Dear adorable features! 
You alone I shall not forget. 


And what if I love another, 

My new love too shall hear 

From my lips about you, beloved, 
Whom I used to call ‘‘my dear”’. 


She’ll hear of our life spent drifting 

On the stream of days that have fled. 

Just look to what plight you have driven me, 
My wild and unruly head! 
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Toy MoobIe c 3a6yOEHHON C1aBOH, 


OTpaBuJI A CaM Bac TOPbKOLO OTpaBoOH. 


AH He 3Hato: MOM KOHEL OJIM30K JIN, TasleK JIM, 
bbl CHHMe ria3a, a Tenepb NOOJeKJIN. 


Ine Th, pagocTh? Temb Hf XKyTb, PpycTHO HW OOHHO. 
B nove, 4To 1H? B KaOake? Huyero He BHAHO. 


PykM BbITAHY — H BOT CJIyWato Ha OILYIIb: 
Eneom... KOHH... CaHH... CHEr... IpOe32KaeM POLLy. 


«OW, AMULHK, HecH BoBC! Uai, pox eH He C1a6bIM! 
ly uy BbITPACTH He Kalb NO TAKHM yxaOam». 


A AMIUMK B OTBeET OHO: «ITO TakKOM METEJIN 
OueHb CTpallHo, YTOG B NYTH NOWaM BCNOTeEIH». 


«TbI, AMIUMK, A BEOKY, TPyC. ITO He C PyKH Ham!» 
B3aJI A KHYT MW HY CTeraTb M10 JIOWaKbHM CIMHaM. 


bbw, a KOHH, KaK METEJIb, CHEF Pa3HOCAT B XJIOMbA. 
Bapyr TOJIYOK.., H H3 CaHeHM IIpAMO Ha Cyrpoo 4. 


Bctajl 4 BAXy: UTO 3a YePT — BMECTO OOHKON TPOHKKH... 
3a6HHTOBaHHBIN Jlexy Ha OOMbHMYHOM KOMKE, 


V1 3aMecTo Jowayen 10 Fopore TPACKOM 
Bbko A XKECTKY!IO KPOBaTb MOKPO!O MOBA3KOM. 
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Years of my unruly youth, notorious and noisy, 
I myself have poisoned you with a bitter poison. 


Whether I'l] die soon or later on I’ve no idea. 
Eyes that once were blue as blue, now so pale appear. 


Joy, where are you? All is dark—grief 

and pain 

I suffer. 
Are you in the fields? Or tavern, maybe? 
There 
is nothing. 
I put out my hand and from sounds alone I gather... 
Off we drive... a sleigh... deep snow ... 
through a wood we gallop. 

Hey there, driver! Go full tilt! You’ve got guts, 


I'll wager. 
On such rutted tracks do not grudge your soul a shaking. 


All the driver says is this: ‘“You’re 1n serious trouble 
If your horse sweats in a snowstorm, going at the double.” 


“Driver, you’re a coward! Going slow is not our habit!” 
I myself took up the whip and let the horses have it! 


Like the wind the horses flew, miles flew by unnoticed. 
Then a sudden jolt ... and I landed in a snowdrift. 


Opening my eyes I saw that the sleigh had vanished, 
In a hospital bed I lay with my head all bandaged. 


And instead of horses three, down the highway dashing, 
With a blood-red dressing my iron bed I’m lashing. 
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Ha Mlle 4aCoB B YCbI 3aKpyTHJIMCb CTpeJIKH, 
HakJIOHHJINCb HaJ[O MHOM COHHBIe CHJICJIKH. 


HakJIOHWJIMCb MW XPHMAT: «OX ThI, 31aTOrNaBbiH, 
OtpaBHI Tb! CaM CeO TOPbKOIO OTpaBOH. 


MBI He 3HaeM, TBOM KOHEL OJIM30K JIM, WasieK JIM, — 
Cy ve TBOM rla3a B KaOakax MIpOMOKJIH». 


1924 
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On my watch the hands are twisted, 
their moustaches curling. 
Bending low to peer at me stand the sleepy nurses. 


“Listen, goldilocks!” they say, “‘you’re too wild 
and noisy, 


You're to blame for your own ruin, drinking bitter 
poison. 


“Whether you shall die or live we have not a notion. 


It’s in taverns your blue eyes 
got their thorough soaking”’. 


1924 
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TbI KHBa elle, MOA CTapylkKa? 

XKuB UH 4. [IpHBet tebe, mpuBet! 
IlycTb CTpyHTcx Hay] TBOeEH H30yWIKON 
TOT BeuepHHM HECKa3aHHbIh CBET. 


IIiulyT MHE, 4TO TI, TAA TPEBOTY, 
SarpycTHJ1a WIMOKO O60 MHE, 

UTo ThI YacTO XOAMIUIb Ha FOpory 

B cTapOMOJ]HOM BeTXOM ILIyLyHe. 


Vi Te6e B BeYepHeM CHHeEM Mpake 
UacTo BHAMTCA OHO HU TO X: 

by]ITO KTO-TO MHE B KaOal{KOHW Apake 
Cajanys noy cepyue PHHCKHK HOX. 


Huyero, poquaa! YcnoKonca. 
OTO TONbKO TArOCTHAaA Opes. 
He Takow yx rOpbKHAK A Npononisa, 
4706, TeOaA He BHA, YMepeTh, 


1 MO-lIpexXHeMy TaKOH Ke H€>KHbIK 
Vs MeuTato TOJIbKO JIMILUb O TOM, 
YT06 cKopee OT TOCKH MATEXHOM 
BOpoTutTsca B HH3CHbKHM Halll JJOM. 


A BepHyCch, KOra paCKHHeT BeTBH 
IJo-BeceHHemMy Hall OeJbIN Cal. 
TOJILKO ThI MCHA yK Ha paccBeTe 
He Oy MH, Kak BOCeMb JI€T Ha3ajl. 
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LETTER TO MOTHER 


Still around, old dear? How are you keeping? 
I too am around. Hello to you! 

May that magic twilight ever be streaming 
Over your cottage as it used to do. 


People write how sad you are, and anxious 
For my sake, though you won’t tell them so, 
And that you in your old-fashioned jacket 
Out onto the highroad often go, 


That you often see in the blue shadows 
Ever one dream, giving you no rest: 
Someone in a drunken tavern scuffle 
Sticks a bandit knife into my chest. 


Don’t go eating your heart out with worry, 
It’s just crazy nonsense and a lie. 

I may drink hard, but I promise, mother, 

I shall see you first before I die. 


I love you as always and I’m yearning 

In my thoughts for just one thing alone, 
Soon to ease my heartache by returning 
To our humble low-roofed country home. 


I'll return when decked in white the branches 
In our orchard are with spring aglow. 

But no longer wake me up at sunrise, 

As you used to do eight years ago. 
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He 6yy¥ Toro,. YTO OTMEYTAJIOCh, 

He Bonny Toro, 4TO He CObIJIOCh, — 
CJIMLIKOM paHHIOLo yTpaTy HW yCTaJIOCTb 
McnbiTaTb MHE B XKH3HH IIpHBeJIOCh. 


Vs MOJIMTECA He yu Mens. He Hajo! 
K cTapomy Bo3BpaTa OoJIbue HET. 
TbI Of{Ha MHE NOMOUIb HM OTpalia, 
TbI O]}Ha MHEe HECKa3aHHbIH CBET, 
Tak 3a0yfb 2Ke IpoO CBOFKO TpeBOry, 
He rpycTH frak WWIHMOKO O60 MHe. 

He xogu Tak 4acTO Ha AOpory 

B cTapOMOJ{HOM BeETXOM LIYLIYyHe. 


1924 
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Do not waken dreams no longer precious, 
Hopes never fulfilled do not excite. 
It was my misfortune to experience 
Loss and weariness too soon in life. 


Don't tell me to pray again! Please, mother! 
There’s no going back, try as you might. 
You alone give me support and comfort, 
You alone glow with a magic light. 


So forget your cares, please. Don’t be anxious 
And for my sake, dear, don’t worry so. 

Out onto the road in your old-fashioned 
Jacket, please, do not so often go. 


1924 
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MBI Tellepb YXOQMM MOHEMHOry 

B Ty cTpany, rye THUb 4 ONaropats. 
Mox€eT ObITb, H CKOPO MHE B JOpory 
bpeHHble NOXKHTKH COOHpatTs. 


Mujlible 6epe30Bble yuan! 

Ti, 3eMJia! Vf BbI, paBHHH Necku! 
Tlepeq 3THM COHMOM yXOJ{ALLHx 

Al He B CHlax CKPbITb MOCK TOCKH. 


CJIMLUKOM 4 JIKOOH] Ha 3TOM CBeTe 
Bee, 4TO AyYWIy O6JeKaeT B IIOTB, 
Mup ocuHHanM, 4TO, paCcKHHyB BeTBH, 
S3arjIAfeIMCh B PO3OBY!1O BO]. 


MHOro JlyM 4 B THUIMHeE Npopymad, 
MHOLPo IeceH po Ce6a CHOXKUI, 

V1 Ha 3TOM Ha 3eMJIe YTPIOMOHK 
CuacTJIMB TeM, UTO A bia MW KML. 


CuacTJIMB TeM, UTO LeOBaJI A *KeHUIMH, 
MA&JI UBeThI, BaIAJICA Ha TpaBe 

V1 3Bepbe, Kak OpaTbeB HaliMx MeHbLINX, 
Hukorga He 6u7 NO ronose. 


3Hato A, UTO HE UBETYT TaM ally, 
He 3BeHHT JIe6AxKben Wee POxXb. 
OrToro mpey| COHMOM yYXOJ{ALLHX 
A Bcerfa HCMbITbIBalO J POXb. 


153 


+ * + 


Gradually we are now departing 

For the land of peace, the blest abode. 
Maybe soon I too shall need to gather 
My frail goods and chattels for the road. 


Dear birch groves with branches interweaving! 
Earth! You sandy lowlands, stretching far! 
Such a host of people have been leaving 

Bitter grief is clutching at my heart. 


In this world I’ve been too much enamoured 
Of what clothes in flesh and blood the soul. 
Peace to aspens which with outspread branches 
Peer into the rosy stream below! 


Many thoughts in silence I’ve been thinking, 
Many songs about myself I’ve penned, 
Glad upon this earth grim and forbidding 
To be breathing and my life to spend, 


I am happy that I have kissed women, 

Picked wild flowers and in soft grass lain, 

And that beasts, who are our younger brothers, 
I have never beaten, never slain. 


I’m aware no groves are there in flower, 
There no swan-necked rye stalks music make. 
Such a host of people at this hour 

Are departing that in fear I quake. 
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3Halo A, YTO B TOK CTpaHe He OyeT 
OTUX HHB, 3]1aTAWIMXCA BO MIJie. 
Otroro HM JOpOrH MHe s100K, 

UTO *KMBYT CO MHOHO Ha 3eMIJIe. 


1924 


155 


I’m aware that in that other country 
There are no such fields in golden haze. 
That is why I cherish men and women 
Who on earth beside me spend their days. 


1924 
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BOSBPAIMEHHE HA POAHHY 


A nmOceTH pOAHMBbIe MECTA, 

Ty ceqbuqHHy, 

Tye *KHJI MaJIbUMLIKON, 

Tye KanaHuon c 6epe30BO!10 BBILUKON 
B3MeTHYJIaCb KOJIOKOJIbHA 6e3 Kpecta. 


Kak MHOFO H3MCHHJIOCb TaM, 

B wx 6eHOM, HENpHrAHOM ObITe. 
Kakoe MHOXECTBO OTKPbITHH 

3a MHOKO CyeqOBaIO 10 MATaM. 


OTIOBCKHii OM 

He mor & pacno3Hats: 

IIpHMeTHbIM KJICH YK NO OKHOM He Maller, 
Vs Ha Kpbiieyuke He CHT y>K MaTb, 

KoOpMa UbINJIAT KPYMHTUAaTOW Kallen. 


CrTapa, JOJDKHO OBITS, CTauia... 

JJa, cTapa. 

Ac rpycTb¥O O3Mparocb Ha OKPECTHOCTB;: 
Kakan HeE3HaKOMaac MHE MECTHOCTD! 
Ogua, Kak NpexuHaa, GeneeTca ropa, 

Ja y ropsi 

BbIcOKHM CepbIM KaMeHBb, 


Syecb KnaqOute! 

[JOqrHUBUIHe KpecrThl, 

Kak 6yATO B pyKOMallIHOM MepTBeLIBI, 
3acTbIJIH C paclIpOcTepTbIMH pyKaMH. 


IIo Tponke, ONepluHcb Ha NOJO%*KOK, 
Met crapuik, CMeTaa bib C OypbaHa., 


157 


RETURNING HOME 


Back to my birthplace, back to native haunts 

I went—back to the country 

Of my boyhood, 

Where like a watchman’s tower made of birch wood, 
Shorn of its crucifix, the belfry soars. 


How many changes there have taken place 
In their dull lives of hardship and privation. 
How many things came as a revelation 

To me onevery side, at every pace. 


I could not tell 

The house where I was born: 

No maple boughs are swaying by the window, 
Mother no longer sits there by the door 

To feed her millet porridge to the chickens. 


She’s aged a lot, I guess... 

She has indeed. 

And with a grieving heart I look around me: 
How unfamiliar are the surroundings! 

This hill as white as ever gleams, I see, 

And at its foot 

Still stands the big grey boulder. 


Here is the graveyard! 

Where crosses decay 

Like soldiers fighting hand-to-hand, who stay 
Dead with their arms out, in that posture frozen. 


An old man with a stick, who’s been out wild 
Herbs gathering, down the path to me advances. 
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«IT poxoxKuH! 
YKaxku, APy2KOK, 
Tye tyt xHBeT EceHuua TaTpaa?» 


«TaTpaua... IM... 

[a BOH 3a TOK 43600KH. 

A TbI ew 4TO? 

CpoyHH? 

AJlb, MOXET, CbIH Mponawun?» 


«]a, CbIH. 

Ho 4TO, cTapHk, c TO6OK? 

Cka>kH MHe, 

Oruero TbI TaK PIAQULWb CKOPOALIe? » 


«],o6po, MOH BHYK, 

o6po, 4To He y3Has THI Feza!..» 

«AX, Je€YWKa, YXXeJIH 3TO THI?» 

Vs nonunacb Neyaspyaa Geceya 
Cyle3aMH TeMJIbIMH Ha MIbIJIBHbIe IBeTBI. 


«Te6e, nOxKaslyH, CKopo OypeT TDMA ATH... 
A MHe yX JICBAHOCTO... 

Cxopo B rpo6. 

JJaBHo nopa 6bI 6bINO BOPOTHTbCA». 
OH‘ rOBOpHtT, a Cam BCe MOPLUMT J106. 
«JTa!.. Bpemal.. 

TbI HE KOMMYHKCT? » 

«Hert!..» 

«A CeCTPbI CTaJIM KOMCOMOJIKH, 
Takaa rayocts! IIpocro yyaBucp! 
Buepa MKOHBI BbIOpOcHsIN C MOJIKH, 
Ha WepKBH KOMHCCap CHAJI Kpect. 
Tenlepb u Oory Here NMOMONMTECA, 
YX A XOKY YKpay{KOM HBIHUE B JeC, 
Monvirocb OCHH€aM... 

Moxert, NpHrogutca... 
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Friend, 
Show me, Ill be much obliged, 
Where is Esenins’ place, I mean, Tatyana’s?» 


‘‘Tatyana’s ... hem... 

That cottage over there. 

Are you 

A relative? 

Her son, perhaps, the stray one?” 


“Yes, I’m her son. 

Old man, why do you stare 
So sadly with an air 

Of consternation?” 


‘A fine thing, son, 

You didn’t recognise your grandad... 
‘Good heavens, Grandad, is it really you?” 
And then a conversation sad and candid 
Began, tears on the wild herbs fell like dew. 
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“T reckon you, my lad, will soon be thirty... 
I’m ninety... 

And won’t live much longer now. 

It’s long ago you should have been returning,” 
He tells me, deeply furrowing his brow. 
“Yes!... How time flies!... 

You’re not a Communist?” 

“Tm not!...” 

“Your sisters joined the Komsomol. 
Disgusting! Rather anything but this! 

They took the icons. yesterday off the wall, 
The commissar tore the cross down from the steeple. 
There’s no place now where folk can go to pray. 
Away into the forest I go stealing 

And pray to aspens..,, 

It may work that way... 
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Ilouyem WOMOK — 

TbI Bce YBHMLUb CaM». 

Vi MbI HyeM, TONYAa MeEXKOK KYKOJIbHM. 

A ynbiG6arocb MallHAM H JlecaM, 

A fey c TOCKOM PIAQHT Ha KOJIOKOJIBHW. 


«3H0poBo, MaTb! 3q0poBo!» — 

Vs & ONATb TAHY K ryla3aM MaTOK, 
TyT pa3pbiaTbcaA MOXeT HM KOposa, 
[aga Ha STOT GeAHbIN YONOK. 


Ha cTeHKe KaJyleH]japHbin JICHHH. 
3jleCb 2KH3Hb cecTep, 

CectTep, a He MOa, — 

Ho Bce X roToB yMacTb & Ha KOJIeHH, 
YBHJEB Bac, JHOOMMbIe Kpaa. 


Tipu coceyn... 

2KeEHLIHHa C peGeHKOM. 

Y>Ke HHKTO MeHA He y3HaetT. 
Ilo-6ampOHOBCKH Hala cOOaYdOHKa 
Meua& BCTpeyasia C laem y BOpOT. 


Ax, MHJIbIM Kpait! 

He TOT TbI CTau, 

He Tot. 

[la yx M A, KOHEYHO, cTay He NpexKHHM. 
Uem maTb H ey rpycTHen HW Ge3HageoxKHen, 
Tem BeceJleH CeCTpbI CMeeTCA port. 


KoueuHO, MHe H JICHHH He HKOHA, 
A 3Haro MHp... 

JIro61'0 MOKO CeMbIO... 

Ho oTyero-TO Bce-TaKH C NMOKJIOHOM 
Ca>kycb Ha JjepeBAHHY!O CKaMbbO. 
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“Let's go — 

At home you'll see things for yourself.” 

And off we go, to the rough footpath keeping. 
I smile at field and forest, well content, 

While grandad wistfully looks at the steeple. 


‘Hello there, Mum! Hello there, everybody!” 
And once again I brush away a tear. 

Fven a cow would burst out bitterly sobbing, 
Just looking at the poverty that’s here. 


Up on the wall a calendar with Lenin. 
This ts my sisters’ life, 

But not my own— 

Yet all the same [’ll gladly go on bended 
Knee to the countryside I love and know. 


Some neighbours called... 

A woman with a baby. 

There's nobody here knows me any more. 
Just as in Byron our old dog came racing 
To greet me with loud barking at the cloor, 


Dear land, 

You're not like 

What you uscd to be. 

And I myself have, naturally, altered. 

The more distraught they are, mother and grandad, 
The merrier ts my sister's grin of glee. 


Lenin for me is not, of course, an icon, 

I know the world... 

I love my family... 

Yet sitting down upon the bench beside her 
I bow my head involuntarily. 
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«Hy, roBopn, cectpa!» 

Vi BoT cecTpa pa3BognuT, 

PackppiB, Kak BHOJHIO, Ny3aTbin «Kanutal», 
O Mapkce, 

OHreJipce,.. 

Hu pu Kakou noroge 

A 3THX KHHI, KOHeYHO, He 4HTAI, 


Vi MHe CMelLLIHO, 


Kak WycTpaax eBYOHKAa 
MeHa& BO BCeM 3a LUMBOPOT Oepet... 


[To-6anPpOHOBCKH Halla cOOayOHKa 
MeHa BcTpeyalsia Cc JlaeM y BOpOT. 


Moron 1924 
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‘Well, what’s your news?”’ 

She opens a Bible-hefty 

Volume of Capital and talks instead 
Of Marx, 

And Engels... 

Whose works I have never, 

Of course, in any circumstances read. 


It makes me smile, 


The way that bright girl, taking 
Me by the scruff of my neck, gives me what for... 


Just as in Byron our old dog came racing 
To greet me with loud barking at the door. 


June 1924 
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M3yaTenb chaByHbik! B sToM KHuHre 
3X1 HOBbIM YYBCTBaM Mpearocn, 
Yuycb NOCTHPHYTb B KaxKOM MHre 
KOMMYHOH B3/bIOJIEHHYy!O Pycb. 


IIlyckavi O MHOrOM HeyMesI0 
Ifentan 6yMare KapaHpall, 
7]yiua CnpOcoHoK xXpumno nena, 
He noOuuMaas Mpa3yAHHK Halll. 


Ho Tb! BAAECHHeEM NOITa 

IIpouteib He B OyKBax, a B Apyrom, 
UTo B TOM CTpaHe, rye BaCTh COBETOB, 
He nuulyT CTapbIM A3bIKOM. 


VU, pas6upaa ONbIT CMeJIbIN, 
Meus HacMeliKe HE mpefallib, — 
JIMuub NOTOMY TaK HeEyMeJIO 
Itlentan OyMare KapaHyall. 


1924 
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Dear publishers, I here surrender 
To feelings new and opportune. 

I'm learning how tn verse to rencler 
Ol«d Russia reared as a commune. 


What matter if in words that falter 

My pencil whispered to the page 

Anc, half-awake, my heart sang hoarscly, 
Not fathoming our joyous age? 


With the perception of a poct 

You'll read my thoughts, nor find it strange 
That in the land of Sovict power 

The language people write should change. 


My bold endeavour you'll acknowledge 
And not in mockery engage 

Simply because tn words that falter 

My pencil whispered to the page. 


1924 
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Ectb My3bIKa, CTHXH HM TaHUpl, 

EctTb JIO%b H JI€CTb... 

Ilyckav MeHa OpaHaT 3a «CTaHcbI» — 
B HHX MpaBjla ecTh. 


A Bue NMpa3qHHK, 1pa3qHuK Maa — 
VW snopaxeu. 

Toros Obi crHOHyTb, OOHHMaA 

Bcex eB H >KeH, 


Kyya MO#eUWIb, KOMY paccKaxellb 
Ha 4b€-TO «XHbI», 

UTO B COJIHCYHOK KYNaNMch NpswKe 
Bayaxaubli? 


Hy kak TYT B cepylie rHMH He BBICeYb, 
He BmacTb Kak B J{pOxb? 

TynaJIv, New COpOK TbICAY 

VM nun Tox. 


Cruxu! cruxu! He ouenb nedprte! 
IIpocren! TIpocren! 

MBI IIHJIH 3a 3Q0pOBbe HecbTu 
Hi 3a rocren. 


Hi, nepssiit Mow 60Kad B3qbI Mag, 
OJ,HUM KHBKOM 

A BbINKI B STOT NPa3sqHHK Maw 
3a CoBHapKoo. 


BrTopon 60Kai, YTOO TaK, He OYEHb 
Bype3Huy Jieub, 
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FIRST OF MAY 


There is music, poetry and dances, 
Lies, flattery too... 

What if I’m abused for my Stanzas— 
What I wrote is truc. 


I saw a May Day celebration— 
Now my head whirls. 

I'd gladly break my back embracing 
Those pretty girls. 


Can ‘‘whimperers” ever, I wonder, 
Visualise 

Balakhani resplendent under 
Those sunny skies? 


Such scenes bring songs to the heart springing. 
I thrilled’ to view 

Those 40,000 marching, singing 

And drinking, too. 


My verse! Don't be too Left or modish! 
Simpler is best. 

It was the health of oil we toasted 

And of the guests. 


The first toast of the day proposing 
My arm I bent 

To drain the glass, congratulating 
The government. 


The second toast, alert lest drink shoulcl 
Trouble provoke, 
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A ropyo BbINHI 3a pabounx 
IIo 4ubt0-TO peu. 


Vs tperui MOM O6OKa/I «A BbINHA, 
Kak HeKHM XaH, 

3a TO, YTOO He crvOaslacb B Xpune 
Cyb0a KpecTbaH. 


Ilew, cepque! Tonmbko He B ynop THI, 
YTOO *KH3Hb ry6a... 

Bot nOTOMy « MHI YETBEpTbIN 
JIuub 3a ce6a. 


1925 
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I proudly drank to the working-class 
While someone spoke. 


I raised my third glass, feeling slightly 
A potentate, 

To changes that might the peasant’s lot 
Alleviate. 


Drink cicep, my heart! But not point-blank 
To cause my death... 

That's why the fourth toast which | drank 
Was to myself. 


1925 
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PYCb COBETCKAA 


A. Caxaposy 


Tot yparan npowes, Hac mano yyeseso, 
Ha nepekjimuke pyxObl MHOrHX HET. 

Al BHOBb BepHyJICA B KpaH OCHPOTEJIbIN, 
B KOTOpOM He ObIJI BOCEMb JIeT. 


Koro nO3BaTb MHe? C Ke€M MHE MOJCNHTLCA 

TO rpyCcTHOM payOcThio, YTO A OCTAJICA KKB? 
3yecb axe MeJIBHHIla — OpeBenyatad NTHILa 

C KpbIJIOM CX MHCTBCHHBIM — CTOHT, PJ1a3a CME>KHB. 


51 HHKOMY 3//€Cb HE 3HaKOM, 

A Te, YTO NMOMHHJIN, aBHO 3a6bIJIM. 

Vi tam, rye ObiJI KOoryja-TO OTYHH JOM, 

Tenepb JIexHT 30J1a a COM JOPOX*KHON MBbIJIN. 


A >KH3Hb KHIMT., 

Bokpyr Me€HA CHYIOT 

Vi crappie uv MOJIOgbIe Ha, 

Ho HeKOMy MHE LIJIAMOM NOKJIOHHTECA, 
Hu B 4bex ryia3ax He HaXOXy MpHiocT. 


V1 B rosloBe MOeH MPOXOAAT pOeM JyMbI: 

YUTo poyuna? 

Y >KEJIM 9TO CHbI? 

Befb 4 MOUTH JIA BCEX 3]}eCb NMJIMTPHM YIprOMbIn 
bor BecTb C KaKOM JasIeKOM CTOPOHBI. 


Vi 3To a! 
A, rpaokqaHHH cesia, 
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SOVIET RUSSIA 


To A. Sakharov 


That hurricane is past. How few of us came through it! 
To friendship’s call so many don’t respond. 

I'm back in the bereaved land I have truly 

For cight years not set cyes upon. 


Whom can I ask to come and sce me, sharing 
With them the sad joy that I’m still alive? 

Even the mill—a bird of timber bearing 

A single wing—stancdls mute with shuttered cye. 


There isn’t anybody knows mc here. 

By those who knew me then I’m long forgotten. 
Where stood the family home in memory dear 
Today lic dust and ash, the landscape blotting. 


But life is secthing still. 

This way and that 

Pass pcople young and old 

All in a hurry. 

But there's no one to whom I'l! doff my hat, 
In no cyes do I see a welcoming flurry. 


Thoughts in my brain are swarming and | wonder: 
What is the homeland? 

Can this be a dream? 

To most folk here a dour pilgrim, a wanderer 
Come from God-knows-what distant land I seem. 


And here am |! 
Citizen of a village 
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KorTopoe JIMUIb TEM HK OyAeT 3HAaMEHHTO, 
Yro 39ecb KOrya-TO 6a6a pospuiia 
POCCHHCKOrO CKaHjaJIbHOrO MHHTA., 


Ho ronoc MbicaM Cepally roBopHt: 
«Onomuucp! YUem xe ThI O6>KeH? 
Bejb 3TO TOJIbKO HOBbIM CBET rOpUT 
Jpyroro nOKOJICHHA y XHDOKHH. 


Y>Ke ThI CTaJI HEMHOPO OTIBETATh, 
[pyre rtoHOWIN NOT APyrHe NecHH. 
OHH, nNOxKayH, SGyp~yT HHTepecHen — 
Y>K HE CeJIO, a BCA 3€MJI| HM MaTb». 


Ax, poquHa! Kakon # cTajl CMeLUHOM. 
Ha UleKH Bnasble JETHT CyXOM PyMAHEL, 
A3bIK COrpaxk aH CTaJI MHEe KaK 4y>KOH, 
B cBoev CTpaHe A CJIOBHO MHHOCTpaHell. 


BoT BYXxy 2: 

BockpecuHble ceJIbyaHe 

Y BOJOCTH, Kak B I[€pKOBb, COOpaJINCch. 
KOpsBbIMH, HEMbITbIMK PeYaMu 

OHH CBOHO OOCyKHBAaLOT ©KHCb», 


Yk Beyep. AKHIKOM NO3ONOTON 

3akaT OOpbi3ray Cepble nos. 

Vs Horn 6Ocble, Kak TEKH NOY BOpOTa, 
YTKHYJIM NO KaHaBaM TONOJIA. 


XpOMOH KpacHOapMeelf C JIMKOM COHHBIM, 
B BOCNOMMHaHHAX MOPLHHA 100, 
PaccKa3bIBaeT BaxKHO O byeHHOM, 

O TOM, Kak KpacHble OTOusH Tlepekon. 


«YK MbI €rO — HM 9TAK HM pa3-9TaK, — 
Byp>ky 9HTOrO... KOTOpoOroO.,. B KppiMy...» 
Vs KileHbI MOpPIWaTCA yLWaMH [JIMHHBIX BeTOK, 
Vi 6a6bI OX aIOT B HEMY!HO NOJIyTHMy. 
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Whose only claim to fame in future ages 
Will be that here a woman once delivered 
That Russian bard whose conduct was outrageous. 


But reason’s voice my troubled heart instructs: 
‘Hey there! What cause have you for indignation? 
What flares there in the cottages ts just 

The new light of another generation. 


‘You're not the youth in full bloom that you were. 
Now other young men other songs are singing. 
More interesting, no doubt, because they're children 
Of not the village only but the world.” 


Ah, homeland! What a fool am I! My cheeks 

Are dry and flushed, their hollows are deep-sunken. 
So strangely fellow-citizens now speak 

I feel a foreigner in my own country. 


This I now see: 

The peasants on a Sunday 

From all sides congregate, churchgoer-like. 

With phrases that are rough, unwashed, and rugged 
They launch into cliscussion of their life. 


Already evening. In soft gold stceping 

The pale grey fielcis, the sun sinks in the west. 
Like heifers’ legs under a yardgate peeping, 
The poplars in the ditch their feet have pressed. 


A sleepy-faced lame armyman is talking 
With wrinkles on his forehead deeply drawn, 
Recalling in a solemn tone Budyonny 

And how the Recs took Perekop by storm. 


‘So here we struck the bastards ... let ‘em have it— 
That bourgeois scum... In the Crimea there...” 

The long-eared maple branches listen avicily 

And women gasp in the dumb twilight air. 


C ropbI HeT KpeCTbAHCKHH KOMCOMO]I, 
VM noy rapMOHHKy, HaspHBas pbxAHO, 
TloroT arutku Beyuoro Jiembana, 
BeceyIbIM KPHKOM Orsalasv JO. 


Bot Tak cTpaua! 

Kakoro  & pOoKHa 

OpaJI B CTHXax, YTO A C HapOJOM ApyxeH? 
Moa 109348 3ecb OONbWIe He Hy>KHa, 

Ja M, NOxKasyH, CaM A TO*Ke 3,ecb He HyXKeH. 


Hy yTo x! 

IIpoctu, poqHon mpHioT. 

Yem cocily KJ] Tebe — HM TEM y>K A JOBOJIEH. 
Ilyckaw MeHaA CerogqHaA He NOWT — 

A Tell TOra, Korya ObIN Kpah MOM OoeH. 


II pvemiiro Bce. 

Kak €CTb BCe IPHHMMato. 

TOTOB HATH 10 BbIOMTHIM CyIeEaM. 
OrTyaM BCHO Jylily OKTAOpto H Mato, 
HO TOJIbKO JIMpbI MHJION He OTIaM. 


A He OT]IaM €€ B 4y>KHe pyKH, 

Hv mMarepi, HH Apyry, HM >KeHE. 

JIMLub TOJIBKO MHE OHA CBOH BBEpaAsIa 3BYKH 
Vs mecHH H@XHBIE JIMUIb TOJIBKO TeJIa MHE. 


[[petute, ronbie! M 3q0poBenrTe TeJIOM! 

Y Bac MHad KM3Hb, y Bac [Ipyron Hales, 
A «A TIOMAY OHH K HEBEJOMBIM npejesiaM, 
Aywon 6yHTyroljenh HaBeKH Npucmupes, 
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Now-down the hill with an accordion wending 
Come country Komsomols, young girls and boys. 
Bellowing sallies rhymed by Demyan Bedny, 
Filling the valley with their merry noise. 


That's what the land is like! 

Whatever made 

Me bawIl in verse how close I am to people? 

My poetry's no more needed, I'm afraid, 

Nor is, you might say, my own presence needed. 


What then! 

Forgive me, native haunts. 

I’m pleased enough if you in any way I’ve aided. 
What # my songs are sung today no more— 
Was not I heeded when my land was ailing? 


All I accept just so, 

Nothing opposing. 

I'll gladly follow a well-trodden path, 
Devote my whole soul to May and October, 
But from my lyre alone I shall not part. 


To other people I shall not entrust it, 
Friend, mother, wife shall never it possess. 
To me alone did it confide its music, 

To me alone sang songs of tenderness. 


Young people, thrive! Be fit and firm of body! 
A life that’s different, different songs you know. 
While I along my lonely road go plodding, 
Forever having quelled a rebel soul. 


176 


Ho uw trorga, 

Korya Bo BCexH MylaHeTe 
IIpovyer Bpaxka Niemen, 
Mcue3HeT JIOXKb H TpyCcTb, — 
A Oyyy BOCNeBaTb 

Bcem CylecTBOM B MogTe 
Ilecryto uacTb 3eMJIH 

C Ha3RaHbeM KpaTKHM «PyCb». 


1924 
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But even then 

When feuding 

Lies and sorrow 

No longer hold this world of ours in thrall 
I still shall laud 

With all my poct’s power 

This one-sixth of the world 

Which ‘*Russia™ we call. 


1924 
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+ + * 


OTOH rpycTH Tenepb He paccbinaTh 
3BOHKHMM CMeXOM flaJleKHXx JeT. 
OtTuBesia MOA Oesiaa siMNa, 
OT3BeHes CONOBBHHbIN paccsBerT. 


Jina MeHsA Obl BCe TOra HOBbIM, 
MHOro B cepglie TECHHJIOCb 4UYBCTB, 
A Tellepb flaxke HEXKHOE CJIOBO 
['OpbKHM NMIOQOM CpbIBaeTCA C yCT. 


HM 3HaKOMbIe B30py NpocTopbi 
YK HE Tak NOD JYHOHK XOpOUH. 
ByepakH... N€HbKH... KOCOrOpbI 
O6neyaNHaH pycckyto WHpb. 


He3foposoe, xH10e, HH3KOe, 
Boga HcTaa, Cepad rab. 

JITO BCe MHE pomHoe H O/IK3KOEe, 
OT 4ero Tak JlerKO 3apbIfaTb. 


IloKkKocuBuasca H36eHKa, 

IInay OBUbI, H BAaJIH Ha BeTpy 
MatleT TOWWMM XBOCTOM JIOWWayeHKa, 
3arnAageBuHCh B HeJIaCKOBbIA Npyd. 


ITO BCe, YTO 30BEM MbI POAHHOH, 

ITO Bce, OTYerO Ha HeH 

[IbtOT WH MlayyT B OHO C HENOrogHHon, 
AloxwkKugaach YJIbIGUMBbIX AHEH. 
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+ * + 


li can’t be dispelled, can this sorrow, 
By the laughter of years long withdrawn. 
All gone is my white linden blossom, 
Sung—the song of the nightingale dawn. 


_~ 


Then all things were new to me, feclings 
Were welling up, crowding my heart. 
But now tender phrases even 

From my lips fall bitter and tart. 


Familtar views and expanses 

By moonlight now seem not so fine. 

Ravines ... tree-stumps ... bare slopes have saddened 
These Russian horizons of mine. 


Life that’s sickening, famished and lowly, 
Grey watery wastes meet the eye. 

All this ts familiar and close to me, 
That’s why I so readily cry. 


A tumbledown cottage needs squaring, 
A sheep bleats, a gaunt horse beyond 
Stancls waving a scraggy tail, staring 
At a windswept uncomforting pond. 


All this ts what we call the homeland, 
Because of all this we meanwhile 

In rainy days cry and drink vodka 
While waiting for heaven to smile. 
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Tlotomy HHKOMY He paccbinaTb 
OTY rpyCcTb CMeXOM PaHHHXx JIeT. 
OtTuBeya Moa Genanv Anna, 

OT3BeHEJ1 COMOBbHHbIN paccserT. 


1924 
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That’s why you’ll not banish this sorrow 
With the laughter of days long withdrawn. 
All gone is my white linden blossom, 
Sung—the song of the nightingale dawn. 


1924 
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* + * 


Otrospopuiia poula 300TaA 
Bepe30BbIM, BECEJIbIM A3bIKOM, 

VW xypaBjin, NeyasbHO Nposetag, 
YK HE KaJictOT OOJIbiic HH O KOM, 


Koro xKasletb? Begb KaxkAbIM B MHpe CTPaHHHK — 
TIponget, 3a4fe€T H BHOBb OCTABHT JOM, 

O BCex YUE WAX Ppe3sHT KOHOMIAHHK 

C WIHpOKHM MecaLlem Hall rosly6bim NpyAOM. 


CTO!O OfHH Cpe PpaBHHHbI rosion, 

A XyPaBJien OTHOCHT BETEP B faJib, 

A NONOH AYyM O FOHOCTH BECEJION, 

Ho HHYErO B MNpOUeALWIeEM MHE He Kalb, 


He >KaJib MHE JleT, PaCTpayeHHbIX HaNpacuo, 
He XKaJib JYLUH CHPeCHeBY!O LBeTb. 

B cally rOpuT KOCTep pAGHHbI KpacHon, 

Ho HHKOrO He MOXET OH CorpeTh. 


He o6ropaT pAGHHOBbIC KHCTH, 
OT XKe€JITH3HbI He MponaserT Tpasa, 
Kak Je@peBoO POHAeT THXO JIHCTbA, 
Tak A POHAIO rpyCTHble Copa. 


Hi ecw BpeMA, BETPOM Pa3meTaa, 
Crpe6eT Hx BCe B OHH HEHY>KHbIN KOM... 
CkaXKHTe Tak... YTO pOlla 30N0TAaA 
OTrOBOpHJla MHJIbIM A3bIKOM., 


1924 
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* + + 


The grove of golden trees has fallen silent, 
Shorn of its gay leaves, in mute silhouette, 
And so the cranes in sad file past it flying 
Have no cause any more to feel regret. 


Forwhon, for what? We are all rovers, starting 
Out, coming home awhile, then travelling on. 
The hemp ficld’s dreaming of all who departed 
And there’s a full moon gazing at the pond. 


I stand alone, the bare expanses viewing, 
While on the wind the cranes are borne awav. 
Remembrance of my merry youth pursuing, 

I find nothing I would relive today. 


I don’t regret the years that I have wastecl, 

I don't regret the lilac time of life. 

A rowan fire is in the orchard blazing 

But none shall from its brightness warmth derive. 


Red rowan-berry clusters cannot scorch you, 
The grasses will not yellow and decline. 

As leaves fall softly from a tree in autumn 
So I let fall these mournful words of mine. 


And if time with its breezy broom should pile them 
Into a heap to burn without regret... 

Just say this... that the golden grove fell silent, 
Shorn of its leaves, in pensive silhouctte. 


1924 
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BAJUIAA 
O ABAAWATH WECTH 


C 210608010 — 
npexpacnomy cyooacnuxy I. Axynosy 


Ilon necnto, nogt, 
ITon. 

Cuteu He6a TakOH 
Cony6on. 

Mope Ttoxe pokouert 
ITecHb. 

Mx 6b110 

26. 

26 Ux 6bINO, 

26. 

Mx MOrHJibI MecKaM 
He 3aHeCTb. 

He 3a0yneT HHKTO 
Mx pacctpen 

Ha 207-n 

Bepcre. 

Tam 3a MOpeM ry J1AeT 
TyMau. 

Bugnulb, BcTa 43 NMecKa 
Ulayman. 

Hag nycTbiHeH KOCTABbIA 
CTYK. 

Bou euye 50 

Pyk 

Bpie3aroT, CTHpad 
II necHb, 

26 UX ObIJO, 

26. 


KTo c NpocTpesiom B rpyaH, 
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THE BALLAD 
OF THE TWENTY-SIX 


With love—to G. Yakulov, 
a splendid sculptor 


Poet, your song sing 

Loud and true. 

The calico sky 

Is cloudless blue. 

The waves their roar 

With your song mix. 

There were six-and-twenty men, 
26. 

Six-and-twenty were they, 

26. 

The site of their desert grave 
Memory has fixed. 

None will forget 

That these men were shot down 
2()7 versts 

Out of town. 

Mist spreads over 

The coastal strand. 

See Shahumyan there 

Rise from the sand. 

A rattle of bones 

In the desert you hear 

As 50 more dead men’s 

Hands appear, 

Ridding themselves 

Of the mould that sticks. 

There were six-and-twenty men, 
26. 


Men with their chest 
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KTO B OOKy, 

Tosopst: 

«Ham nopa B Baky — 
Mb! NOcMOTpuM, 
Tloka ecTb TyMaH, 
Kak KHBECT 
A3ep0any>KaH». 


Houb, Kak JbIHIO, 
KatTut JIyHy. 

Mope B 6eper 
CTpyHT BOJIHY. 

BOT B TaKy!l0 Ke HOUb 
MW TymMaH 

Pacctpesian Hx 
Otpag aHrnnyanH. 


KOMMYHH3M — 
3HaMaA BCex cBO6On. 
YparaHOM BcKHNesI 
Hapog. 

Ha umneputbo BCTasiv 
B pan 

VM KpecTbAHHH 

M nponerapnuar. 
Tam, B Poccun, 
JIBOpAHCKHH OY 
BbiJl Halll CTpOrH OTeL 
Mbuy. 

A Ha BoctToxke 

Snecb 

Mx 6b110 

26. 


Bce NOMHAT, KOHEYHO, 
Tor, 

18-bIA, HeCYaCTHbIA 
Ton. 
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Or belly shot through 

Are saying: 

“It's time we were in Baku. 
While the mist holds 

Let's go there and scan 
What life's like now 

In Azerbaidjan." 


The night is bowling 

A melon-moon. 

With sea-borne rollers 
The shore is strewn. 

It was just such a night 
With a light mist when 
They were shot by a squad 
Of Englishmen. 


Communism’s banner 
Meant freedom to gain. 
People seethed with anger 
Like a hurricane. 

They went against the Tsar 
Into the attack— 
Peasants 

Alongside the proletariat. 
There, in Russia, 

As revolution neared, 

It was our stern Lenin 
Whom the gentry feared. 
Here, however, 

In the East it was these 
Twenty-six men, 

The 26. 


Everyone still has 

A memory clear 

Of 1918, 

That ill-starred year. 
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Torga 6ypxya 
Bcex cTpaH’ 

O6ctTpenuBanHu 
A3ep6any>KaH. 


Takes! Obl KOoMMyHe 
Yquap. 

He BbIHec Cex Kpau 
M nan, 

Ho »yTuye BCeM O6bIJIO 
BectTb 

Y CIbIWaTb 

IIpo 26. 


B necku, 4TO KaK MJIaBJICHbIH 
Bock, 

CBe3J1H HX 

3a KpacHoBonck. 

Vi KTo ca6nen, 

KTo nysien B GOK, 

Bcex CJIOoKHJIM Ha X0KeJITbIA 
ITecok. 


26 Hx ObIJIO, 

26. 

Mx Moruibl mecKaM 
He 3aHecTb, 

He 3a6yyeT HHKTO 
Mx pacctpen 

Ha 207-on 

Bepcte. 


Tam 3a MOpeM ryJIaeT 
TyMaH. 

Buyanlwb, BCTal 43 mecKa 
UfaymanH. 

Hay nyCTbIHeW KOCTIIABbIK 
CTyK. 
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Then were the bourgeois 
Of every land 

Strafing with gunfire 
Azerbaidjan. 


They delivered a hard blow 

The Commune to quell. 

It was more than this region could take 
And it fell. 

But no news was harder to bear 

Than this: 

The news of the death 

Of the 26. 


Into dunes, like molten wax, 
Scorching hot 

They led them away 
Beyond Krasnovodsk. 

With leaden bullet 

Or sabre blow 

In the yellow sand there 
They laid them low. 


Six-and-twenty were they, 

26. 

The site of their desert grave 
Memory has fixed. 

None will forget 

That these men were shot down 
207 versts 

Out of town. 


Mist spreads over 
The coastal strand. 
See Shahumyan there 
Rise from the sand. 

A rattle of bones 

In the desert you hear 
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Bou eye 50 

Pyk 

Bpie3aroT, cCTHpaxv 
IT necHb. 

26 ux GbIJIO, 

26. 

Houb Kak OyyTO CeroqHA 
baeqHeu. 

Hag Baky 

26 TeHeH. 

Tene 9THx > 

26. 

O HHX Halla 60/1b 
Vi snecub. 


To He BeTep LIIYMHT, 
He TyMau. 
CinbilHlib, Kak POBOpHT 
UlaymManH: 
«]>kanapHa3e, 

Mb a ocaen, 
[TlocmMoTpu: 

Y pa6ounx xe6, 
Heqdtb — Kak 4epHax 
Kposb 3eMJ1H, 
TlapoBo3bI Kpyroo... 
Kopaoun... 

Vi Bo sce Kopa6uiit, 

B noe3ya 

BO6uta KpacHad Hala 
3Be3ya». 


Z>kanapuy3e B OTBET: 
«]]a, €CTb. 

QTO OY€Hb NPHATHAA 
Bectp. 

SHayHT, Kpenko paOounn 
Kaiacc 
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As 5() more dead men's 

Hands appear, 

Ridding themselves 

Of the mould that sticks. 

There were six-and-twenty men, 
26. 


Paler tonight 

Appears the sky. 

Over Baku 

26 shades lie. 

The shadow-ghosts there 

Are 26-strong. 

They are the theme of our sorrow 
And song. 


It is not wind or mist 

Speaking here. 

It is Shahumyan 

Whom you can hear: 

‘Am I dreaming, Djaparidze?”’ 
He says. 

‘Look, 

The working people have bread! 
Like black blood out of the earth 
Oil flows. 

There are locomotives... 

And ships in the roads... 

Every ship, 

Locomotive and railway car 
Bears a bright emblem— 

Our red star.”’ 


Djaparidze in reply says: 
“Yes, you're right. 

This is excellent news 
And a splendid sight. 

It means that the workers 
Letting nothing slip 
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lep>kvr B WenKHX pyKax 
Kaska3. 


Houb, Kak JbIHW, 
Kartu slyHy... 

Mope B Oeper 
CTpynT BOJIHy. 

BOT B TaKy!0 Ke HOUb 
MW TymMaH 

PaccTpesiasl Hac 
Otpag aHrinyaH». 


KOMMYHH3M — 
3HaMa Bcex CBO6OR. 
YparaHoM BCKunedl 
Hapog. 

Ha umnepuio BcTasn 
B pag 

Vs kpecTbAHHH 

Ms npovlerapuat. 
Tam, B Poccun, 
J{BopsHCKHH On4 
Bbid1 Halll CTpOrHuH OTell 
Mnpuuy. 

A Ha BoctToke 

3necb 

26 Ux ObIJIO, 

26. 


CBeTHe6ec Bce CHHen 

VM scnHen. 

MouskHeT rosop 

Jloporux TeHen. 

KTO B BHCOK npOcTpevieH, 
A KTO Brpy{b. 

K Axu-Kynme 

Mx oOpaTHbin NyTb... 
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Have the Caucasus firmly 
In their grip. 


‘The night is bowling 

A melon-moon. 

With sea-borne rollers 
The shore is strewn. 

It was just such a night 
With a light mist when 
We were shot by a squad 
Of Englishmen.” 


Communism’s. banner 
Meant freedom to gain. 
People seethed with anger 
Like a hurricane. 

They went against the Tsar 
Into the attack— 
Peasants 

Alongside the proletariat. 
There, in Russia, 

As revolution neared, 

It was our stern Lenin 
Whom the gentry feared. 
Here, however, 

In the East it was these 
Twenty-six men, 

The 26. 


The sky is bluer 

Than ever before. 

The shades of our dear dead 
Say no more. 

Some in the temple shot, 
Some in the chest. 

To Akhch-Kuima 

They turn their steps... 
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Ilon, Most, NecH1w, 
ITon, 
Cutel He6a Takon 
Tony6on... 

Mope Toxe pokoueT 
Tlecup. 

26 ux ObINO, 

26. 


CexuTnOpo 1924 
Bbaxy 
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Poet, your song sing 

Loud and true. 

The calico sky 

Is cloudless blue... 

The waves their roar 

With your song mix. 

There were six-and-twenty men, 
26. 


September 1924 
Baku 
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CTAHCbI 


IIocexwaercn I]. Tazuny 


AO CBOeM TalaHTe 

MHOro 3HaQb. 

CTuxu — He OY4eHb TPYAHBbIe esa. 
Ho Oontee Bcero 

JIxo60Bb K POAHOMy Kpato 

Mena Toma, 

Myutisia 4 HT. 


CTMIOK MMCHYTS, 

Tloxaslyu, BCAKHMH MOKET — 

O jeByulKe, O 3Be3/{aXx, O JIYHE... 
Ho MHe ypyroe 4yBCTBO 
Cepyue rnoxer, 


pyre yMbI 
/[aBaAT yepen MHE. 


Xouy « ObITh MeBIIOM 

‘Ms rpaok] aHHHoM, 

4706 KaxyoMy, 

Kak ropyOcTb M mpuMep, 
bay] HaCTOALIHM, 

A He CBOJHbIM CbIHOM — 
B pesmkKux witTatax CCCP. 


A u3 Mocksp! Haponro y6exam: 
C MHJIMUMen A WayuTb 

He B CHOpoOBKe, 

3a BCAKHH MOM NMMBHOM CKaHyas 
OHM MeHA JepxKasin 

B TuryjeBKe. 


197 


STANZAS 


Dedicated to P. Chagin 


I know my talent well. 

That writing poetry 

Is not so difficult, I can attest. 
But, poetry apart, 

The love I bear my country, 
Has tortured me, 

Given my.heart no rest. 


To praise in rhyme 

A girl, the stars or moonlight— 

Why, anyone can do that without strain... 
But it’s a different feeling 

Eats my heart out, 

And different thoughts 

Are pressing on my brain. 


I wish to be a poet-bard 

And citizen, 

A model praised 

By all men near and far, 
Accepted as a real son, 

Not a stepson, 

In these great states of the USSR. 


I ran away from Moscow for a time: 
With the militia 

I don’t get on well. 

For every drunken escapade of mine 
They kept me locked up 

In a prison cell. 
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Baaroyapto 3a Apyx6y rpaokyaH cHx, 
Ho o4eHb XKECTKO 

CnaTb TaM Ha CKaMehKe 

V1 snbaAHbIM FOJIOCOM 

UntTaTb KaKOH-TO CTHX 

O kyleTOUHON cyqb6e 

HecuacTHOoH KaHapenkn. 


+I BaM He KeHap! 

A nost! 

V1 He 4eTa KaKMM-TO TaM J[eCMbaHaM, 
Ilyckav 6piBaro MHOra A MbAHBIM, 
3aTo B rya3ax MOMX 

IIpo3peHHi QMBHBIX CBET. 

A BYOKYy Bce 

VsaACcHO NOHMMab, 

UTo 9pa HOBaA — 

He byHT H3IoMy Bam, 

YTo uma JIenuHa 

Iilymut, Kak BeTDp, NO kpato, 
JjaBad MbICJIAM XOQZ, 

Kak M€JIBHHUHBIM KpbiyiaM. 


Bepturech, Muibie! 

[na Bac oOeljaH MpoK. 

A BaM IIJIEMAHHHK, 

BbI >Ke MHe Bce JAH. 
jaBan, Cepren, 

3a Mapkca THXxO CayjeM, 
TlonroxaeM npemMypocrb 
CKYy4HBIX CTPOK. 


J]HM, Kak pyubh, GeryT 
B TYMaHHYPro peky. 
MesbkaroT ropoga, 

Kak 6yKBbI 10 O6ymare. 
HeyaBuo 6p B Mockse, 
A HbIHY¥E BOT B baky. 
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I thank those gentlemen for their kind care, 
But sleeping on a bench 

I do not relish 

Nor in a drunken voice 

Reciting there 

Some lines about a wretched 

Caged canary. 


I’m no cagebird to you! 

A poet am I! 

.And not to be compared with that slob Bedny. 
What if drink sometimes makes my feet unsteady, 
Amazing worlds unfold 

Before my. eyes. 


I see it all 

And clearly understand 
That this new era’s 

Nota passing phase, 
That Lenin’s name 

Stirs like a wind the land, 
Sets thoughts in motion 
Like a windmill’s sails. 


Turn, darlings! 

You shall profit, I suppose. 

I am your nephew, 

You are all my uncles. 

Sergei, open your Marx, 

Sit down and study it, 

Let’s taste the supreme wisdom 
Of dull prose. 


Like streams converging 
Days pass in review. 
Towns flicker past 

As letters do on pages. 
Of late:in Moscow, 
Now I’m in Baku 
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B cTHXHr10 IIPOMBICJIOB 
Hac nocBayaeT Uaruu. 


«CMOTpH, — OH roBopHT, — 

He myullle 1M WepKBen 

BoT 9TH BbILIKH 

Uepupbix He*bTb-POHTAaHOB. 

JTOBOJbHO C Hac MMCTHYeCKHX TYMaHOB, 
Bocnon, most, 

UTO Kperye H XKHBen». 


Het Ha Boge, 

Kak oyessIo mepca, 

Vs Beyep no He6y 
PaccblllaJI 3Be3QHbIN KYJIb. 
Ho & roToB NOKAACTHCA 
ONCTbIM Cepaliem, 

4To douapu 

TI pekpacHent 3Be37y, B baky. 


XA NOOH TyYM O06 HHAYCTpHHHOM MOULIN, 
A CIIbILTY FOJIOC YEJIOBEUbHX CHII. 
T{OBOJIbHO C Hac 

He6ecubix Bcex cBeTHJI — 

Ham Ha 3emMJIe 

Y CTPOMTb 9YTO Mpoue. 


Vscamoro ce6a 

Ilo wee raya, 

A roBopW: 

«Hactai Halll CpoK, 

Japan, Cepren, 

3a MapKca THXo cayeM, 

4700 pasrayatTp 

II pemMyypocTb CKYYHBIX CTPOK». 
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Where Chagin tells me 
How wells are sunk by stages. 


‘Are not these derricks 

From which black oil spouts 

Much finer than the churches 

You’re admiring?”’ 

He asks. “Of mysticism folk are tiring. 
Here’s something live and real 

To write about.”’ 


Oil like a Persian rug 

Lay on the water, 

Dusk scattered a sack of stars 
Across the sky. 

I’m willing to bet 

Baku’s illuminations 

Are fairer now 

Than all the stars on high. 


With thoughts of industry my brain is busy, 

The voice of human strength rings loud and clear. 
Of bright stars in the sky 

None wish to hear. 

To make our own light here on earth 

Is easier. 


So here I go, 

I pat my own head lovingly 

And say: 

‘“‘The time has now come, I suppose. 
Sergei, open your Marx, 

Sit down and study it, 

To grasp 

The supreme wisdom of dull prose.” 


1924 
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MHCbMO K XKEHIUIHHE 


BbI NOMHHTe, 

BbI Bce, KOHeE4HO, NOMHHTE, 

Kak & CTOAI, 

TIpu6nM3MBuinch K CTeHe, 
B3BOJIHOBaHHO XOJWIN BbI 10 KOMHaTe 
Hs yTO-TO pe3koe 

B mMyo Opocasu MuHe. 


BbI roBOpHIH: 

Ham mopa paccTaTsca, 

OTo Bac M3MyyMJa 

MOd lWaJibHaw 2KM3Hb, 

UTo BaM Nlopa 3a FeO NPHHHMAaThCA, 
A MOH yyesI — 

KaTHTbCA asiblile, BHU3. 


JIro6uMa2! 

Meud BBI He JIFOONIIN. 

He 3HaJiM BbI, UTO B COHMHIL€ JIKOCKOM 
A Obi, Kak JIOWayb, 3afHaHHadA B MbIJIe, 
[I pHuinopeHHas CMECJIBIM €3]]0KOM. 


He 3HaJIM BbI, 

UTOo AB CIJIOWIHOM [bIMy, 

B pa3BOpoyueHHOM 6ypex OpiTe 

C Toro M My4yaioch, ITO He NOHMy — 
Kyjja HeceT Hac pOK COOBITHH. 


JIMWOM K JIMLy 

JImuuja He yBuyaTs. 

bosblu0e BUAMTCA Ha paccTOAHee, 
Korya KHMMT MopcKad Play, 
KopaOub B 1yladeBHOM COCTOAHbE, 
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LETTER TO A WOMAN 


You remember, 

Of course, you remember 

How I stood 

With my back to the wall 

While you paced the room in a temper 
And many a sharp word 

Let fall. 


You said: 

It was high time we parted, 

My mad life 

Was torturing you. 

You’d work to do and had tostart on it, 
While I’d slide on down 

To my doom. 


Beloved! 

You did not love me, 

Didn’t know: in the milling crowd 

I was like a horse driven to fury 

By spurs, and foaming at the mouth. 


You didn’t know: 

In the thick smoke, 

In the turmoil of life swiftly spreading 
What tortured me was I did not know 
Where our ship of fate was heading... 


Face to face 

You can’t see the features. 

You need distance to see what is great. 
When the ocean surface is seething 
The ship’s in a pitiful state. 
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3emyid — KopaOsp! 

Ho kTOo-TO Bapyr 

3a HOBOM >2KH3HbIO, HOBOM C1aBOK 
B npamyto ryuly 6ypb HM BbIOr 

Ee HanpaBus BesM4aBo. 


Hy KTO > H3 Hac Ha NanyOe OoN_BWION 
He nagan, He OleBan HW HE pyranca? 
Vix MajJio, C OfIbITHON AYWION, 

KTO KpemkwM B KaUKe OCTaBaJIca. 


Tora u a 

Tloy QHKHM WyM, 

Ho 3peno 3Hatoummn padoty, 
Cnycrusica B KOpaOeJIbHBIM TPrIOM, 
TOO HE CMOTPeTb JIFOMCKY1O PBOTY. 
TOT Tp¥oM 6p11 — 

PycckuM Ka6akom. 

Vs «A CKNOHMJICA Hay] CTaKaHoM, 
4706, He CTpayjad HH O KOM, 

Ce6a cryOuTb 

B yrape MbsHOM. 


JIro6uma2! 

A My4WI Bac, 

Y Bac Obiuia TOCKa 

B rma3ax YCTaJIbIx: 

UTo a npey BaMH HanoKa3 

Ce6a pacTpaunMBasl B CKaHfayiax, 


Ho BbI He 3HaJIN, 

OTO B CNJIOWWHOM JIbIMy, 

B pa3Bopo¥ueHHoM Oypen OpitTe 
C Toro H Myyaloch, 

YTo He NOMMy, 

Kyyja HeceT Hac poK coObiTHH... 
Tenepb royja Npowyin. 

A B BO3pacTe WHOM. 
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The earth is a ship! 

But suddenly someone 

Determined new horizons should be won, 
Headed straight for the raging hurricane, 
Steered the ship unswervingly on. 


And was there a man among us on deck 

Who did not stumble, start swearing and puke? 
Few were the men of experience 

Who stood their ground when all heaven shook. 


Then did I too 

In the terrible din, 

Though knowing well what I was doing, 
Go down into the hold of the ship 

Not to witness the passengers spewing. 


The ship’s hold was 

A Russian tavern 

And over a glass I bent low 

So, by the sight of woe not saddened, 
I could go to the dogs 

In a drunken glow. 


Beloved! 

I caused you heartache and pain. 
Weary-eyed 

On my antics you gazed, 

Seeing me time and time and again 
Wasting my talent on wild escapades. 


But you didn’t know: 

In the thick smoke, 

In the turmoil of life that was spreading 
What tortured me was 

I did not know 

Where our ship of fate was heading... 
Many years have passed. 

I’m a different age. 
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Vs uyBcTByto HX MBICIJIIO M10-HHOMY. 
Vs roBopt 3a Npa3HH4HbIM BHHOM: 
XBaJia H CaBa pyleBomy! 


CeroqHaA A 

B yfape He>xKHbIX 4UYBCTB, 

A BCIOMHWI Bally rpyCTHy!O ycTayIOCTb. 
V1 Bot Tenepb 

A COOOUINTb BaM MUYCBb, 

KakoB & ObIJI 

V1 4TO CO MHOW cTasiocp! 


JIro6umMaa! 

Cka3aTb IIPHATHO MHe: 

XA u36e>KasI NayleHbsA Cc KpyyH. 
Tenepb B CoBeTCKON CTOpoHe 
A CaMbIM APOCTHHIM NONYTUHK. 


A cTasI He TeM, 

Kem 6p171 Tory. 

He myuni Obl «A Bac, 

Kak 93TO ObIIO paHbllle, 

3a 3HaM&A BOJIbHOCTH 

Vs cBernoro tpyna 

ToTOB HATH XOTb JO JIaMaHlwla, 


[IpoctTute MHe... 

A 3Hat: BbI He Ta — 

JKHBECTE BbI 

C Cepbe3HbIM, YMHbIM MY2KEM; 
To He, HY>KHa BaM Hallla MaeTa, 
Vi cam «A BaM 

Hu KalnleyIbKH He HY>KeH. 


2KUBHTe TaK, 
Kak Bac BefleT 3Be3z1a, 
Tlog Kyujenw O6HOBJeCHHON CeHH. 
C NpHBeTCTBHeM, 
Bac noMHALIHH BCerya 
3HaKOMBIH Ball 
Cepren Eceuuu. 
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In a different way I’m thinking, feeling. 
When toasts are poured I rise and say: 
“Praise be to the man who’s steering!” 


Today by tender feelings impelled 
Your grieving weariness I remembered 
And now 

I’m hastening to tell you 

What I was then 

And am at present! 


Beloved! 

I’ve glad news of success: 

I’ve not slipped down that slope so hazardous. 
Now in the land of the Soviets 

I am the keenest fellow-traveller. 


I’m not the same chap 

I was then. 

You'll have no cause, as before, 

To cavil. 

I'd gladly bear the freedom flag 

Of labour right to the English Channel. 


Forgive me... 

You too have changed, I know— 
You have a husband 

Who’s serious, clever; 

You don’t need our old imbroglio 
And yourre better off 

Without me altogether. 


Live 
As your own star has decreed, 
To new destinations your way wending. 
Greetings 
From one who shall ever esteem 
Your memory, 
Sergei Esenin. 


1924 


208 


NEPCHICKHE MOTHBBI 


+ + + 


Yuermach MOA ObIIad paHa — 
TI,aAHbIM Open He rN02%*KeT cepyle MHE. 
CHuHHMH UBeTamMu Terepana 

A neuy MX HbIHYE B YahxaHe, 


Cam 4anxaHUMK C KpyrJibIMH IIeyaMu. 
YroOb!l craBulach pes] pyCCKMM Yahixana, 
YTroulaeT MCHA KpacHbIM 4aemM 

BMECTO KpelnKOM BOJKH UM BHHa. 


Yrowujan, XO34HH, ja He OUCH. 
MHOTro pO3 IBeTeT B TBOEM Cally. 
He3ayjapoM MHE MHTHYJIN OY, 
II pHOTKHHYyB YepHyto yagpy. 


Mbp! B Poccuu eBylWieK BECeHHHX 
Ha Wenn He fep>KuM, Kak coOak, 
TlowenyamM yuumcs 6e3 exer, 

Be3 KMH>KaJIbHbIX XMTPOCTeH HM pak. 


Hy, a 3TOM 3a J BHKeHbA CTaHa, 
OTo JIMWOM NOxo>Ka Ha 3aphH, 
Tloygapto «4 Wanb 43 XopoccaHa 
VM kosep wiupa3cKnm nmoyapp. 


Hayman, XO3AHH, Kpemye Yabo, 
A TeOe BOBEKH HE CONry. 

3a ce6Oa A HbIHYe OTBEYaLO, 

3a TeOA OTBETUTh HE MOTY. 
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PERSIAN THEMES 


+ + 


On my heart’s blood drink is no more feeding, 
Those old fears of mine I now can calm. 

To a teahouse I have come to heal them 

With the dark-blue flowers of Teheran. 


Serving me himself, the tubby owner, 
Keen before his Russian guest to shine, 
Sets upon the table dainty bowls of 
Tea and not strong vodka or red wine. 


Pour away, but do not overdo it. 

Many roses you grow here, I see. 

It so chanced a pair of dark eyes, drawing 
Back a black veil, bent their gaze on me. 


We in Russia don’t keep blushing maidens 
Fastened up, like dogs upon a chain. 

When we learn to kiss we don’t go paying 
Money, baring knives—no blows we rain. 


And to her whose movements are so thrilling 
And whose face Is radiant as the dawn, 

I shall offer gifts—a splendid kilim 

From Shiraz, from Horossan—a shawl. 


Pour me tea, kind host, but make it stronger. 
I shall not deceive you, I speak true. 

For myself I’m now fully responsible 

But can’t be responsible for you. 
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V1 Ha (Beph Tb! B3rJIAbIBah HE OUCH, 
Bce paBHO KaJIMTKa €CTb B Cally... 
He3ayjapoM MHe MHIHYJIH OH, 
I]pHorKHHyB 4epHy?to vagpy. 


1924 
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Don’t check on my comings and my goings. 
There’s a backyard gate, in any case... 

It so chanced a pair of dark eyes, drawing 
Back a black veil, bent on me their gaze. 


1924 
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A CIIpOCHJI CerOWHA y MEHAIIBI, 

To qaeT 3a NONTyMana NO py6s10, 

Kak CKa3aTb MHE JIA NpeKpacHon JIamyy 
Tlo-nepcuyCcKv HexkHOe «IOOJIIO»? 


A cripOCH CerOqHA y MeHAJIBI 

Jlerue BeTpa, THIWe BaHcKux cIpyH, 

Kak Ha3BaTb MHE J\JIA MpeKpacHOd Jlasp1 
COBO WacKOBOe «NOUeryH»? 


Vi eye cnpocui «A y MeHANI, 

B cepylie po6octTs rny6xKe mputaa, 

Kak CKa3aTb MHe 1 NpeKpacHon Jlambt, 
Kak CKa3aTb eC, YTO OHA «MOA»? 


Vf oTBeTHJI MHe MeHAIa KpaTKO; 

O 1106BH B CnOBax He rOBOpsAT, 

O J06BH B3bIXaloT JIMIUb YKpayKon, 
Ja ryia3a, KaK AXOHTBI, ropat. 


Tloujesy Ha3BaHbs He MMEET, 
Tloujenyt He Haynucs Ha rpooax. 
KpacHOM po30H NOLMesyH BerIOT, 
JlemecTKaMy Tax Ha ry6ax. 


OT 106BH He TpeGyroT NOpyKH, 

C Hero 3HAIOT pajocTh H Gexy, 

«TbI — MOA» CKa3aTb JIMIb MOryT pyKH, 
To cpbiBasiw YepHyto uaspy. 
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Today I asked the man who changes 
Tumans for rubles, one for two, 
How should I say to the fair Lala 

In Persian softly: “I love you’. 


Today I asked the money-changer, 
In tones as soft as Lake Van’s bliss, 
How should I make to the fair Lala 
Sweet references to ‘“‘kiss’’. 


I further asked the money-changer, 
Trying my shyness to confine, 
How should I say to the fair Lala 
The simple phrase that she is “mine’”’. 


And he replied to me thus briefly: 
Love can’t be told in any phrase, 
For love one can but sigh in secret, 
While loving eyes, like rubies, blaze. 


A kiss has no name you can utter, 
On tombs you don’t inscribe a kiss. 
Like roses red do kisses flutter, 
Their petals melting on the lips. 


From love no pledge can be demanded, 
Both joy and woe come in its trail. 
That “‘you are mine” can whisper only 
Hands that have tom away the veil. 


1924 
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[arans Tei Mog, UWlarans! 
Iloromy, uTO A c ceBepa, 4TO JIH, 
A TOTOB paccKa3aTb Te6e Nore, 
I[pO BOJHHCTY!O pOXb IIpH JlyHe. 
Uarans Te Mos, [arans. 


Tloromy, 4TO # C CeBepa, 4TO JIH, 
YTO yHa TaM OrpOMHE# B CTO pa3, 
Kak Ob! HH 6bIJI KpacuB I] upa3, 
OH He JIyule px3aHCKHX pa3qOHH. 
Tlotromy, uTo « c ceBepa, 4TO JIM. 


A TOTOB paccKa3aTb Te6e nose, 
ITH BOJIOCHI B3AJI AY pKH, 

EciJim xoyellb, Ha Nayel] BAKU — 
Al HHCKOJIBKO He YYBCTBY!O OOIIM. 
A TOTOB paccka3aTb Te6e None. 


IIpO BONHUCTY!O POXb IIpH JlyHe 
IIo kypaM ThI MOMM Oranancs. 
oporad, WIyTH, yb16anca, 

He 6yaqH TONbKO 1aMATb BO MHe 
JI pO BONHHCTY!10 pOXs IIpH JIyHe. 


Iarand Th! Mod, Iarans! 
Tam, Ha CeBepe, JIeByLIKa TOxe, 
Ha Te6a OHa CTpalliHO NOXoOxa, 
Moxert, JyMaeT 060 MHe... 
LJaran9 Th! Mod, IlaranHs. 
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Shaganeh, my divine Shaganeh! 

It’s the North, I suppose, that inspires me, 
And to talk of our fields never tires me, 
Of the rye where the moon shadows play. 
Shaganeh, my divine Shaganeh! 


It’s the North, I suppose, that inspires me. 
Can your moon with our huge moon. compare? . 
Be Shiraz city ever so fair, 

It’s Ryazan’s rolling plains that delight me, 
It’s the North, I suppose, that inspires me. 


And to talk of our fields never tires me, 
And I took my fair locks from the rye. 
Take a lock round your finger to tie— 
No ruffling will pain or surprise me, 
And to talk of our fields never tires me. 


Of the rye where the moon shadows play 
In my curls you will find a suggestion. 

O my darling, keep smiling and jesting, 
Only never remind me, I pray, 

Of the rye where the moon shadows play. 


Shaganeh, my divine Shaganeh! 

In the North is a girl who is waiting 
And your likeness to her is amazing, 
And it may be she murmurs my name... 
Shaganeh, my divine Shaganeh. 
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TbI cKa3ana, UTO Caanu 
[[enoBasl IMIUb TOKO B rpy/ib. 
Tloqu.«H Tol, 6ora pagan, 
O6oyuycb Korya-HHO6yop! 


Thi mponesa: <3a EdpaTom 
Po3bl JIYYLIe CMEPTHDIX JIEB », 
Ecum 6b1 ObI A GoraThiM, 

To Apyrouw cox Hales, 


A O NOpe3as po3bl 3TH, 
Beflb OfHa OTpaya MHe — 
YToObI He ObINO Ha CBeTe 
Jlyaine Muyion Iarang., 


Vs He My4b MEH 3aBeETOM, 
Y MeHA 3aBeTOB HET. 
Koyib pOAHJICA A MOSTOM, 
To Wemyrocb, KaK NO9T; 
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You, dear, said Saadi the poet 
Would kiss only on the breast. 

This I'll somehow learn, I promise, | 
So your patience I request. 


‘Roses grow beyond the Euphrates 
Prettier than girls,” you sang. 

I’d not let you sing such phrases 
If I were a wealthy man. 


I would cut down all those rose trees. 
My sole pleasure 1s to pray 

That in all the wide world none be 
Fairer than sweet Shaganeh. 


Don’t advise me, I don’t care for 
Precepts whether old or new. 

I was bom a poet, therefore 

I shall kiss as poets do. 


December 19, 1924 
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Hukorya «¢ He ObIN Ha bocdope, 
TbI MCHA He ClIpalliMBal O HEM. 
AB TBOMX ryla3ax YBUeJI MOpe, 
Tlonpixaroujee roy6bIM OrHeom. 


He xoynuy B Bargay «A c KapaBaHoM, 
He Bo3nwJl A WeNK TyJ\a H XHy. 
HakJIOHHCb CBOHM KpacCHBbIM CTaHOM, 
Ha KovleHax an MHE OTJOXHYTB. 


V0 CHOBa, CKOJIbKO HH IIpOcn 4, 
Jina Te6A HaBeKH JeyIa HET, 

To B JayleKOM HMeHHW — PoccuA — 
4 M3BECTHBIM, NpH3HAaHHBIM MOST. 


Y MECHA B Aylile 3BeHHT TaJIbAHKA, 
IIpu styHe co6aunn CiIbILy Jan. 
Pa3Be TbI He XOYELUb, NEPCHAHKA, 
YBuyaTb JayieKMM CHHMK Kpan? 


A crofja mpvexasl He OT CKyKH — 
TbI MCHA, HE3PHMad, 3Basa. 

Vis MeHa TBOH Je65KbH pyKH 
O6BHBaJIN, CMOBHO [Ba KpbIJ1a. 


41 aBHO my B Cyqb6e NOKOA, 

Vs XOTb MpOLIOM 2*KH3HH HE KJIAHY, 
PaccKaxKH MHe 4TO-HHOyib TaKoe 
IIpo TBoro Beceslyio CTpaHy. \ 


3arsIyliu B yuWie TOCKy TasIbAHKH, 
Hanon AbIXaHbem CBeExKHX Yap, 
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Never have I set eyes on the Bosphorus. 
So please do not ask me what it’s like. 

I have seen the fair sea in your glances 
With a shimmering blue flame alight. 


To Baghdad I have not led a caravan, 
I’ve not taken silk or henna there. 

Bend your pretty figure, let me settle 
By your knees, relaxed and free of care. 


Or again, no matter how I urge you, 
Do you stiJ], my dear, not give a hoot 
That in the far distant land of Russia 
I’m well known, a poet of repute? 


In my heart I hear a concertina 

And the dogs in moonlight bark and whine. 
Have you no desire, my Persian beauty, 

To set eyes on that blue land of mine? 


I did not come here just out of boredom— 
You, invisible one, bade me come. 

It was your two swanlike arms enfolded 
Me like wings, to them did I succumb. 


I have long sought such a quiet haven 
And, though I don’t curse my former life, 
Tell me all about your happy country, 
Tell me, tell me anything you like. 


Make my heart ache less for concertinas, 
Sate me with the breath of fresher charms, 
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YTo6b! A O fasIbHeH CeBepAHKe 
He B3fbIxaJl, He YyMaJl, He ckyyalJ. 


Vi xoTa «A He OI Ha bocsbope — 

A te6e npuyvyMaro O HeM. 

Bce paBHO — IrJla3a TBOH, KaK MOpe, 
Tony65IM KOJIbILuyTCA OHEM. 


21 dexabpa 1924 
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So I sigh not for that other beauty, 
Think of her and wish her in my arms. 


Though I’ve never set eyes on the Bosphorus, 
I’ll invent and tell you what it’s like. 

All the same the sea is in your glances 

With a shimmering blue flame alight. 


December 21, 1924 
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CxBeT BeYepHHK WiacpaHHOro Kpaa, 
THXO pO3bl 6eryT MO NOAM. 

Cnonw MHe NecHio, MOA WOporag, 
Ty, KOTOpyro Nen Xaxm. 

THXxO po3bl 6eryT MO NOJIAM. 


JIyHHbIM cBeTOM LiTupa3 OcHsAHeH, 
Kpy2XXHT 3Be3], MOTBIJIBKOBbIM pon. 
MHe He HpaBuTCA, UTO NepCcHAHE 
TepkaT >KeHUIHH HM eB Nog 4Yaypon. 
JIyHHbIM cBeTOM [[Iupa3 ocusAHeH. 


VWsb OHM OT Tella 3aCTHIJIN, 
3aKpbiBad TeJIECHYIO ME]b? 

Man, Toon! nx OobuWe WOOK, 
He xeJlaroT JMWOM 3aropeTh, 
3akpbIBad TeJIECHY!O Mej[b? 


oporaa, c Yay pou He Apy>KKcp, 
3ay4u 3Ty 3alOBefb BKparile, 
Bejb M Tak KOPOTKa Halla »KM3Hb, 
MajJio cuacTbeM aHO JI10OG6OBaTBbCA. 
3ay4H 9Ty 3amoBeb BKparie. 


/Taxxe Bce HeKpaCHBOe B poKe 
OceHseT CBOS Osaroyath. 

TIoromy 4 mpekpacuble WieKu 
Tlepey, MHpoM rpelliHo 3aKpbiBaTp, 
Koulb asia 4x MpyHpoja-MatTp. 


Tuxo po3bl 6eryT MO NOAM. 
Cepally CHUTCA cTpaHa Apyraa. 
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In a saffron land of an evening 

The roses through fields softly run. 

A song by Khayyam, darling, sing me, 
Sing me his favourite one. 

The roses through fields softly run. 


Shiraz is in moonlight swimming. 

Like a moth swarm, bright stars throng the sky. 
That Persian men make their women 

Wear veils is a thing I dislike. 

Shiraz is in moonlight swimming. 


Do they find the heat not so searing, 
Concealing their body’s bronze? 

Or, so they be loved more dearly, 
Do they wish the sun’s rays to shun, 
Concealing their body’s bronze? 


The veil, darling, do not befriend! 

A lesson to learn well and cherish, 
For life soon must come to an end. 
Little joy are we given to relish, 

A lesson to learn well and cherish. 


There’s a virtue illuminates even 

All ugly things we observe 

And it is a sin for that reason 

To hide from the world pretty features 
Which kind mother nature conferred. 


The roses through fields softly run. 
I dream of a country that’s far away. 
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51 clloro Te6e cam, WOporas, 
To, 4To cpony He neJI Xam... 
THXO po3bI 6eryT 10 NOJIAM. 


1924 
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I’ll sing you a finer song, darling, 
Than was by Khayyam ever sung... 
The roses through fields softly run. 


1924 
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Bo3yyX Npo3payHbiM Wu CHHMH, 
Bpinyy B UBeTOUHbIe wally. 
IIyTHHK, B Jla3ypb yxXOJALLMH, 
Thi He JOMJeWb FO NyCTbIHH. 
Bo3yyxX Mpo3payuHbiit MW CHHHM. 


JIyroM Npowelib, Kak cajjoM, 
CajljoM — B I[BeTeHbe JHKOM, 
Thi He YH€p2KHWIbCA B3PJIAOM, 
4706 He MpunactTb K rBO3qNKaM. 
JIyroM MNponpelb, Kak cayloM. 


Ienort JIM, WIOpOX Wb WeecT — 
He>KHOCTb, KaK MecHuv Caan. 
Bmur OTpa3HTCA BO B3rsiage 
Mecalla *KeJITax Npesiecth, 
He>xHOCTb, Kak necHu Caan. 


Toyloc pa3factcs nepn, 

Tuxuit, Kak cbyienta DaccauHa. 

B kpenkux OOBATHAX CTaHa 
HeT HH TPeBOT, HH MoTepH, 
ToubKO JIMWWb d—buenta Daccana, 


Bor On, yeu *KeaHHbIi 
Bcex, KTO B NyTH ycTaJiM. 
Betep OnaroyxXaHHbIn 
IIbto A CyYXHMH yYcTaMH, 
Betep OnaroyXaHHbIi. 
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Transparent and blue ts the air. 

Pll go where the flowers are fair. 
You, traveller, wandering there 
Shall not find the hot desert’s glare. 
Transparent and blue is the air. 


Resplendent as orchards—these fields. 
With blooms in profusion they’re filled. 
You cannot resist the appeal 

Of roses to your gaze revealed. 
Resplendent as orchards—these fields. 


A rustle, a whisper, a stir— 

Just like Saadi’s tender verse. 
Entrancingly glimpsed in a glance 
Is moon-yellow elegance. 

Just like Saadi’s tender verse. 


Péris their sweet voices raise 
Like the soft flute Hasan plays. 
In the firm body’s embrace 
Worry, regret have no place, 
Only the flute Hasan plays. 


Here is the fortune desired 

By those from travelling tired. 
Alr full of heady perfume 
With a dry mouth I respire, 
Ar full of heady perfume. 
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3ONOTO XONOMHOe JIYHBI, 
3anax OJleaHypa MW JeBKOR. 
MOpPOWO OpOANTh Cpe MOKOA 
Tomy6on MW JIacKOBOM cTpaHBl. 


Janeko-yaneyve Tam baryay, 

Tye Hsia 4 Nena [axpas3ana. 
Ho tTenepb ew HM4YeEro He Hajo. 
OT3BeHelI JaBHO 3BEHEBLUMA Cal. 


IIpu3paku JasiekHe 3eMJIv 

Tlopocm KiaqOulyeHcKON TpaKoro. 
TbI Ke, NYTHHK, MEPTBbIM HE BHEMIIN, 
He cCKJIOHAMCA K MJIMTAM FOJIOBOLO. 


OrJIAHHCb, KaK XOPOWO KpyroM: 

Ty6nI K pO3aM Tak HM TAHET, TAHET. 
TIoMMpHch JIMIUb B Cepylle CO BparoM — 
Vs Te6a OnaxKeHCTBOM OLUacdpaHHtT. 


XKUTbh — TaK KHTb, JIKOOHTh — TaK yx BIOOMATBCA, 
B JIYHHOM 30/10Te WeslyHca MW yJiAH, 

EcJIM 2K XOUeCLUb MEPTBbIM NOKJIOHATLCA, 

TO 2KHBbIX TEM CHOM He OTpaBIIAH. 


OTo neja qaxe IWlaxpa3aya, — 

Tak BTOPHYHO CK@XeT JIMCTbEB ME[Ib. 
Tex, KOTOpbIM HMYero He Hajo, 
TOJIbKO MOXKHO B MHpe NOxKaJIeTh. 
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Moonlight with the chilliness of gold, 

Scent of rosebay and of gillyflowers. 
Through this kind blue country in such hours 
Of tranquillity I like to stroll. 


Baghdad lies there faraway somewhere. 
There Sheherazade told her stories. 

She needs nothing now because the chorus 
Of the orchard no more fills the air. 


Distant visions of the earth have fled, 
Overgrown with cemetery grasses. 

Traveller, pay no heed to the dead, 

To the graves don’t bow your head in passing. 


Look about you, see how fine life is, 

How your lips are drawn to kiss the roses. 
If you make peace with your enemies, 
Such felicity each day discloses! 


Live life to the full, in love—love deeply, 
Kiss by moonlight, laugh, let yourself go. 
If you must recall the dead with weeping, 
Do not vex the living with your woe. 


Sheherazade’s songs had the same purport, 
Autumn’s copper leaves its truth reveal. 

As for those who say they’ve need of nothing, 
Only pity for them can one feel. 
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B Xopoccaue ecTb Takue [BepH, 
Tye o6cbiInaH po3aMuH nopor. 
TaM KHBeT 3a], YMYUMBad NepH. 

B Xopoccanue ecTb TakHe JBepH, 
Ho oOTKpbITb Te ABepH A He MOT. 


Y MeHA B pyKaX JOBOJIbHO CHIBI, 
B Boylocax €CTb 30JI0TO H MEDb. 
Touloc nepX He>xKHbIM HW KpacuBbIlit. 
Y MeHs B pyKax JOBOJIbHO CHJIBI, 
Ho yBepert He CMor A&A OTMEpeTb. 


Hu kK YemMy B JIKOO6BH Moe OTBara. 

V1 3a4uemM? Komy MHe MecHH MeTh? — 
Ecuu ctana HepeBHuson Lara, 
Kolb Bepen He CMOF 4% OTMEpeTh, 
Hu kK uemy B JIHOOBH Moe OTBaLa. 


Mhue nopa O6partHo exaTs B Pycb. 
Tlepcusa! Te6a 2m nokygaro? 
HaBcerja Jib C TO6OKO paccTaiwocb 
M3 1100BH K POAMMOMY MHe Kpatio? 
MuHe nopa o6paTHo exaTb B Pycs. 


jo CByyaHb4A, NepH, 1O CBHaHbsA, 
IlycTb He cMor & ABepx OTMepeTh, 
TbI Jayla KpacHBoe cTpajjaHbe, 
TIpo Te6s Ha poyjuHe MHe meth. 
lo cByyaHb4s, nepH, JO CBHaHbaA. 
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Horossan has one such door, they tell me, 
On the threshold roses line the floor 
And a pensive péri there is dwelling. 
Horossan has one such door, they tell me, 
But it did not yield to me, that door. 


In my hands and arms I’ve strength in plenty, 
There is gold and copper in my hair. 

Pretty is the péri’s voice—and gentle, 

In my hands and arms I’ve strength in plenty 
But that door I could not open there. 


It’s no use to me in love—my hardihood. 
Why persist? Who am I singing for? 

If cool Shaganeh cared not a farthing 
That I could not open wide her door, 

It’s no use to me in love—my hardihood. 


Back to Russia I must go—it’s time. 

Am I really parting from you, Persia? 

Am IJ evermore your land deserting 

For the love I bear the land that nursed me? 
Back to Russia I must go—it’s time. 


Farewell, darling péri, don’t forget me. 
What if that door did not yield to me? 

You taught me to suffer and be patient, 
I shall sing your praises in my country. 
Farewell, darling péri, don’t forget me. 
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Tony6aa poyquna Pupyycu, 

TbI He MO>KELIb, MAMATHIO MIPOCTBIB, 
T]o3a6biTb O JIaCKOBOM ypyce 

V1 rna3ax, 3a yM4MBO MpocTpr, 
Tony6aa poauva Puppycnu. 


Xopoula Thi, [lepcusA, A 3Haw, 
Po3bI, KaK CBETHJIbHHKH, TOpAT 
Vf onatTb MHe O asieKOM Kpae 
CBe>xKeCTbIO ynpyrou rOBOpAT. 
Xopouwia Thi, [lepcusa, a 3Haro. 


A ceroqHA MbriO B NOCIEAHHK pa3 
ApoOMatTBI, 4TO XMCJIbHBI, KaK Opara. 
Vs rsox ronoc, goporas Iara, 

B 9TOT TPpyJHbIN paccTaBaHbsA 4ac 
Cyryuiaro B NOcyIeqHHH pa3. 


Ho Te6s « pa3Be no3ab6yzy? 

VB MOex CKMTaIbyueCKON cyqb6e 
BJIM3KOMy H JaJIbHeMy MHe JOLY 
Byjly’TOBOpuTb A O Te6e — 

Vs Te6a HaBeku He 3a6y/y. 


A TBOMX HecyuacTHH He OO10Cb, 

Ho Ha BCAKHH Ciyyan TBOK YrpIOMbIn 
OctTaBiiato meceHKy mpo Pycs: 
3anesax, 060 MHe noyymMan, 

VY] Te6e 4 B meCcHe OT3OBYCB... 
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Blue homeland of Firdausi, 
You’ll keep the memory warm 
Of that kind fellow from Russia 
Whose gaze had a pensive charm, 
Blue homeland of Firdausi. 


I know you're beautiful, Persia. 
Like lanterns your roses shine, 
Their supple freshness murmurs 
To me of that far land of mine. 
I know you’re beautiful, Persia. 


I drink for the last time today 
Scents heady as country beer. 
For the very last time I'l] hear 
Your voice when farewell we say 
To each other, dear Shaganeh. 


But can I forget you ever? 

As round the world I go 

About you I'l be telling 

Both friends and folk I scarce know. 
I shall not forget you ever. 


For your fate no fear I feel, 

But a song about Russia I leave 
For you, in case things go wrong: 
When you sing it, just think of me 
And [ll respond with a song. 


March 1925 
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BbITb NOSTOM — 3TO 3HaUHT TO Ke, 
EcJIM nmpaBjibI 2KH3HH He HapyluuTh, 
PyOlleBaTb ceO6aA NO HeEX*KHOM KOxe, 
KpoBbto 4YBCTB JIacKaTb 4y>Kve YUH. 


BbITb MOSTOM — 3HaYHT MeTb pa3jOJIbe, 
YrToO6bl ObIIO WA TEOA U3BECTHEH. 
ComoBe 10eT — eMy He OOJIbHO, 

Y Hero OfHa H Ta Xe MecHA, 


KanHapelika c royloca 4yxoro — 
XKasikax, CMelwHad MOOpAKyiKa., 
Mupy HyKHO neceHHoe CJIOBO 

TleTb M0-CBOMCKH, axe Kak JIATYWUKa, 


Maromert nepexuTpuJI B KOpaHe, 
Sanpeliaxa Kpenkuve HanuTKH, 
Tloromy nooT He nepectaHerT 
IIuTb BHHO, KOrya HAeT Ha MbITKH. 


VY korya nost “yet K JOOHMOH, 

A J060MMad C APyrHM JIeXKHT Ha JIOxKe, 
BylaroOro 2KHBUTeJIbBHOM XpaHUMBIH, 

OH eff B cepjilie He 3allyCTUT HOXKHK. 


Ho, ropa peBHuBO!O OTBArOH, 

ByleT BcJlyX HaCBHCTbIBaTb AO 2OmMa: 
«Hy 4 4TO X, mOMpy ce6e Opoysxron, 
Ha 3eMJie H 9TO HAM 3HAKOMO». 
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To be a poet—if from the truth 

Of life one is not to depart— 

Means flailing your soft skin to soothe 
With your own blood another’s heart. 


To be a poet—of open fields 

Go sing, their freedom mastering. 
A nightingale no anguish feels, 
Ever the same old song he sings. 


Canaries with a borrowed voice 

Are a toy rattle, a sad joke. 

The main thing is: sing your own way 
Even if, being a frog, you croak. 


Mahomet overreached himself 

In the Koran when drink he barred, 
Because a poet cannot help 

But drink when facing trials hard. 


When to his love the poet goes 

And she’s with someone else in bed, 
Some vital fluids interpose— 

He does not stab her, leave her dead. 


But, with fierce jealousy consumed, 
He goes home whistling all the way: 
‘So what, I'll die a vagabond, 

As many have died before today.” 


August 1925 
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Pyku MUJIon — napa AeO6eqen — 
B 300Te BOJIOC MOKX HbIpALOT. 
Bce Ha 3TOM CBeTe H3 JOE 
TlecHb JKO6BM NOWT HM NOBTOPAIOT. 


Ilen u A KOIMa-TO WasleKo 

Vs Tenepb noro mpo To xe CHOBa, 
Iloromy M AbILWUIHMT r1y60KO 
He>KHOCTbIO IIPOMHTAaHHOE CJIOBO. 


Ecos Jyuly BbIJKOOMTh AO Ha, 
Cepylle cTaHeT ribi60n 30J10TOW, 
TObKO TerepaHcKads JlyHa 

He corpeeT mecHu TenmIOTOLO. 


SI He 3Halo, KaK MHe 2KW3Hb MpOxKHTB: 
Tloropetp 1M B nacKax MuJo“ Haru 
Vnb nog crapoctb TpeneTHO TYXKHTb 
O nmpoulemiueR mMeceHHOK Orsare? 


Y Bcero CBOA MOXxOsKa ecTB: 

TO NpHATHO yxy, ITO — AA raza. 
Ecym nepc calaraet myloxo MecHb, 
3HauUHT, OH BOBEK He v3 [I[Mpa3a. 


IIpo MeHa xe HM 3a 9TH NeCHH 
ToBopute Tak cpegu Jiroyen: 
OH 6b! eJI He>xKHee HM 4yyecHen, 
Ta cry6ua napa e6enen. 
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My love’s hands, just like a pair of swans, 
In my golden head of hair are plunging. 
Everybody who to earth belongs 

Sings of love, then sings again—of loving. 


I too sang of love long, long ago, 

Now again with that same theme I’m dealing. 
For that reason deeply breathe and glow 
Words that are imbued with tender feeling. 


If the heart surrenders to love’s charm, 
Love into a nugget will transform it. 

But, I fear, the moon of Teheran 

Sheds no heat to make the verses warmer. 


I don’t know how now I ought to live: 
Burn to ashin Shaganeh’s embraces, 
Or grow old and many a sad sigh heave 
For lost ardour and poetic graces? 


Each thing to its proper place belongs: 

What the ear esteems, the eye thinks worthless. 
If a Persian pens inferior songs 

It’s a sign Shiraz was not his birthplace. 


When of me and my work your're conversing, 
Tell the people whom you move among: 

He might well have written finer verses 

But his downfall was a pair of swans. 


August 1925 
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«OtTuero JIYHa Tak CBETHT TYCKJIO 

Ha cajbI 4 cTeHbI Xopoccana? 

CJIOBHO ¢A XOXKY paBHHHOM pyccKon 
Tloq wypwianwjumM nNosoromM TyMaHa», — 


Tak cnpocuy «, Joporas JIana, 
Y MOJIMaWHxX HOUbIO KHMapHcos, 
Ho wx patb HX CJIOBa He CKa3aya, 
K He6y ropyO FOOBbI 3aBbICHB, 


«OTyero JIyHa Tak CBeETHT rpycTHO?» — 
Y UWBeTOB CIPOCHI A B THXOM Yale. 

VY suBetTbi cKa3amu: «Tb nouyBCTBYyH 

IIo neyanu po3bl WesecTAaujen». 


JlenecTKaMu po3a paciiyeckajlacb, 
JlemecTKaM¥H TaHHO MHe CKa3awia: 
«IaraH9 TBOs c Apyrum JlacKaslacb, 
UJaranH9s Apyroro WenosBasia. 


Tosopusia: «PyccKHH He 3aMeTHT... 

Cepally — mecHb, a mecHe — KH3Hb H TeJO...» 
OTtToro jlyHa TaK TYCKJIO CBeTHT, 

OTToro neyasIbHO nNOOnenaHeNa», 


CJIMUIKOM MHOPLO BHeJIOCh H3MEHBI, 
Cyle3 H MYK, KTO *KfaJI HX, KTO He xouet. 


Ho u Bce X BOBeK 6j1arOCJIOBCHHbI 
Ha 3emyle CHpeHeBble HOH, 
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“Tell me why the moon shines palely 
On the city wall and orchards? 

It’s as though the mist were veiling 
Russian fields laid bare by autumn’’— 


To the nightly silent cypress, 

Lala dear, I put this question. 

But the trees made no reply to me, 
Raising their proud crowns to heaven. 


‘Tell me why the moon shines sadly?” 

I asked flowers in the coppice. 

‘From the fluttering rose,” they answered, 
“You shall find the cause of sorrow.” 


Then the rose, her petals spreading, 
In dismay and sadness fluttered: 
‘“Shaganeh has been unfaithful, 
Shaganeh has kissed another, 


“Saying: ‘The Russian will not notice... 
Hearts need songs, but songs a body...’ 
That is why the moon has grown so 
Sadly pale and shines so wanly. 


“It has seen too much deception, 
Tears and torments none were seeking.’ 


’ 


But despite this ever blesséd 
Are these lilac-blossom evenings. 


August 1925 
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Inynoe cepale, He Gettca! 

Bce MbI OOMaHYyTHbI CYacTbeM, 
HH JIMLWb MpOCHT yyacTba... 
[lynoe ceplie, He 6enca. 


Mecalla *KeJITbIe Yapbl 

JIbIOT MO KallITaHaM B IIposec. 
Jlane CKJIOHACb Ha WaJIbBapbl, 
A NOW Yapporo yKporwcs, 
Talymoe cepgile, He 6enca. 


Bce MbI Nopown, KaK JIeTH, 
UYUactTo cMeeMC&A MH WyiayeM: 
Bbimasiv HaM Ha CBeTe 
PajlocTH uw Heyayun, 
Inynoe cepyaule, He Oenca. 


Muorne BHjesl A CTpaHbl, 
CuacTba HCK@aJI MOBCIORY, 
TOJIBKO YJ! *KeaHHbIn 
Boublie HcKaTb He 6yy. 
Iynoe cepalle, He 6eKca. 


2KM3Hb He COBCeM OOMaHyla. 
HOBO# HalbeMCa CHIJION. 
Cepylle, ThI XOTb ObI 3aCHyJIO 
3yecb, Ha KOJICHAX Y MHJION. 
2KW3Hb He COBCeM OOMaHyia. 


MoxetT, HW Hac OTMETHT 
PoK, 4TO TE4eT JABHHOH, 
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Don’t, silly heart, get excited! 
Happiness tricks every one of us, 
Only the poor beg for some of it... 
Don’t, silly heart, get excited. 


Smoothly the moon’s yellow charms 
Flood over flowering chestnuts. 
Bending to Lala’s shalwars, 

Under her veil I shall shelter. 

Don’t, silly heart, get excited. 


Sometimes we all act like children, 
By turns we’re laughing and wailing: 
It has been our lot to witness 

Joyful success, dismal failure. 

Don’t, silly heart, get excited. 


I’ve been to many a country, 
Everywhere joy I was seeking. 
Now I'll no longer go hunting 
Happiness that has no equal. 
Don’t, silly heart, get excited. 


Life has not wholly deceived me. 
New strength for singing Ill summon. 
Why don’t you fall fast asleep here, 
Heart, in the lap of our loved one? 
Life has not wholly deceived me. 


Fate that descends like an avalanche 
Maybe shall notice us also, 
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VMs Ha JIKOOOBb OTBETHT 
TlecHero CONOBBHHOH. 
I'mrymoe cepaule, He Genca. 


Aszycr 1925 
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To my love I'l] get an answer 
With a sweet nightingale warble. 
Don't, silly heart, get excited. 


August I 925 
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Tony6aa ja Beceylaa CTpauHa. 
GecTb MO 3a NeCHIO Nposana. 
Betep c Mop4, THe yu HX Be“ — 
CybILIMIb, po3y KIHYeT COJIOBEK? 


CIIbILUIMLIb, pO3a KIOHHTCA HW rHeTCA — 
OTa MecHsa B cepflie OTZOBETCA. 

Betep c Mopa, THe AYA HM Ben — 
CyIbILUMIUb, pO3y KIMYeT COJIOBEN? 


TbI — pe6eHOK, B 3TOM copa HeT, 
/Ja vu & Bef[b pa3Be He NO3T? 

Betep c Mops, THe Ty Hu Be — 
CyIbILUIMIb, po3y KIMYeT CONOBeH? 


Moporas Tena, mpoctu. 

MHOro po3 ObIBaeT Ha MYTH, 
MHOro po3 CKJIOHAeTCH HM THETCH, 
Ho oOfHa JIMUIb CepaleM yAbIOHETCS. 


YJIbIGHEMCA BMECTe — TbI H A — 
3a TaKMe MMJIble Kpas. 

Betep c Mopa, THe Ay HW Bey — 
CiIbILUIMLIb, PO3Y KIMYeT COJIOBEH? 


Tosry6aa fa Beceylaa CTpana. 

Ilycrb Bca 2*KH3Hb MOA 3a NeCHIO Nposana, 
Ho 3a Tevmyro B TEHAX BETBEH 

OGHUMaeT po3y COJIOBeN. 


8 anpenrn 1925 
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Land to which blue hues and joy belong, 
I have sold my honour for a song. 

Fresh sea wind, more softly, gently blow 
Hear, the nightingale calls to the rose. 


Look, the rose bestirs herself, she nods— 
It’s the song to which her heart responds. 
Fresh sea wind, more softly, gently blow— 
Hear, the nightingale calls to the rose. 


Obviously you’re a child, my dear, 

And that I’m a poet is just as clear. 

Fresh sea wind, more softly, gently blow— 
Hear, the nightingale calls to the rose. 


Hélia my child, forgive me, sweet. 
Many roses on our way we meet. 
Many roses nod their heads, and yet 
Only one shall smile from a full heart. 


Let us smile together, you anclI, 

At the dear land that before us lies. 

Fresh sea wind, more softly, gently blow— 
Hear, the nightingale calls to the rose. 


Land to which blue hues and joy belong, 
What if life I bartered for a song? 

Still for Hélia in the shady grove 

Does the nightingale embrace the rose. 


April 8, 1925 
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COBAKE KAYAJIOBA 


Nan, kum, Ha cyacTbe Jlaly MHe, 
Takyto Jlany He ByyjasI A Cpony. 
/aBan c TO6OK Noaem pH JyHe 
Ha Trxybo, 6eculymMHy!ro Norony. 
Tan, [>kum, Ha cyacTbe Jlany MHe. 


Iloxkanyicta, romy64Nk, He JIM>KHCB. 
TIlouMu CO MHOM XOTb CaMOe IIpOcToe. 
Bejlb ThI He 3Hae€LIb, UTO TAKOE 29KH3Hb, 
He 3Haelllb ThI, UTO 2KMTb HA CBeTe CTOHT, 


XO3AHH TBOK HM MHJI HM 3HAMeHHT, 
Vy Hero roctex 6bIBaeT B JOMe MHOTLO, 
Vs Kax]bI, yiIbI6aicb, HOPOBUT 
Te6a 10 WepcTu 6apxXaTHOK NOTporarts, 


Thi 10-CO6aubH AbABOJIBCKM Kpacue, 

C TaKOlo MHJIOFO AOBEPYMBON MpHATHEH. 
V1, HMKOPO HH KaliJIv HE CIIPOCHB, 

Kak IIbAHbIM JIPyr, ThI JIe3eWIb WENOBaThCA. 


Monk musi L>kum, Cpeqv TBOMX rocTter 
Tak MHOro BCAKHX MW HEBCAKHX OBbIJIO, 

HO Ta, 4¥TO Bcex 6e3MOJBHEM HW rpycTHen, 
Crojla cyyuanHo Bypyr He 3axoqusa? 


Ona npuyer, faro Te6e nopyky. 

V1 6e3 MeHA, B ee YCTABACh B3rAT, 
TbI 38 MCHA JIH3HH CM HEXKHO pyKy 

3a Bce, B 4¥em ObIJI HM HE ObIJI BHHOBAT. 
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TO KACHALOV’S DOG 


Come, Jim, give me your paw for luck, 
] swear I’ve never seen one like it. 
Let’s go, the two of us, and bark 

Up at the moon when Nature’s silent. 
Come, Jim, give me your paw for luck. 


Stop licking me, pet, and please do 
At least heed this advice I'm giving. 
Of life you haven’t got a clue, 

You do not realise life is worth living. 


Your master’s kind, a man of note, 
And visitors his home are thronging, 
They all admire your velvet coat 
Which smilingly they love to fondle. 


You're devilish handsome fora dog, 
So charming, trusting, unsuspicious, 
Not asking if you may or not, 

Like a drunken pal, you plaster kisses. 


Dear Jim, I know a great variety 

Of visitors of all sorts call, 

But have you seen her here, the saddest 
And the least talkative of all? 


I’m sure she’ll come here. In my absence 
Please catch her eye. Go kiss her hand for me, 
For all my real or fancied errors asking 
Forgiveness of her in humility. 


1925 
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Hecka3aHHOoe, CHHee, HEXHOE... 

Tax MOK Kpanw nocae Oypb, nocae rpo3, 
VY ayia Mos — none 6e36pexHoe — 
J[bILUMT 3amaXOM Mejia H pos. 


A yTux. Toss cyenasu Feno, 

Ho Toro, 4YTO NpOWO, He KIAHY. 
CyIOBHO TpowKa KOHex OrosTesaA 
II pokarusiacb BO BCHO CTpaHy. 


Hanblimsiw Kpyrom. HakonbITusin. 
Vs nponasu nog AbABOJIbCKHMM CBHCT. 
A Tenepb BOT B JeCHOn OONTEIH 
Tlaxxe CJIbILUHO, KaK TajjJaeT JIMCT. 


KoylOKOJIbUHK JIM? JIanbHee 9X0 JIM? 
Bce CnOKOMHO BIMBaeT rpyJb. 
Cron, Ayla, MbI C TOOOK mpoexasiu 
Yepe3 6ypHbIM NOMOX*KEHHbIM NyTb. 


Pa36epeMCaA BO BCeM, YTO BUACIN, 

OTTO CHYIMIOCh, UTO CTANOCb B CTpaHe, 
Vs mpoctuo, re Hac ropbKo o6uyeH 
IIo 4y>konw WH NO Hallien BHHE. 


IIpHHuMaB, YTO ObINIO HW HE OBINO, 
TONbKO Kalb Ha TPHAWaTOM roy — 
CJIMLUKOM MaJIO A B FJOHOCTH TpeGoBall, 
3a6biBaxcb B KaOaliKOM ually. 
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Indescribable blueness and gentleness... 
Land so calm after thunder and gale. 
In my heart, like a plain that is endless, 
Scent of honey and rose I inhale. 


I am hushed. Time has done what it had to. 
But no curses [ heap on the past. 

It’s as if through the country a frantic 

Wild troika of horses had passed. 


Raising dust everywhere. Leaving hoofmarks. 
Then vanishing swift as a squall. 

And now in my forest seclusion 

I hear even leaves as they fall. 


A jingle of bells? Or an echo? 

With a mind at ease all this I heed. 
Pause, heart, we have taken together 
The storm-ridden path fate decreed. 


We shall in due course find our bearings 

In life which has changed such a lot. 

We'll forgive the hard words, the upbraiding 
Given us, whether well-earned or not. 


While accepting what happened, what didn’t, 
Now I’m thirty I sorely regret 

That in youth I was not more exacting, 

But drank hard, my cares to forget. 
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Ho Beflb AYO MONOJOK, HE pa3sx*KeyAAch, 
Tak Ke rHeTCA, Kak B Noyle TpaBa... 

IX ThI, MOJOJOCTbh, 6yHHaA MOJIOOCTH, 
3onotTad COpBHrooBa! 


1925 
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But even a young oak, unseeded, 

Like grass in the field, can bend too... 
O youth ever headstrong and seething, 
A goldilocks madcap are you! 


1925 
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HeyroTHad KHKax JIYHHOCTB 

Vs TocKka 6ecKOHeYHbIX paBHHH, — 
Bot 4TO Buyes! A B pe3By!O IOHOCTH, 
UTo, 11064, MpOKJIMHaJ He OHH. 


Ilo yoporam ycoxuine BepOnl 

Vs TeyesxKHasc MECHA KOJIEC.,.. 

Hu 3a 4TO He XOTes A Telepb ObI, 
4706 MHE CIIYLUaTb €e MPHBEJIOC, 


PaBHOAYyWieH A CTajI K auyraM, 
Vs o4axKHbIA OrOHb MHE HE MHI, 
JJaxe AONOHb BECeHHIOW BbIOry 
A 3a OeAHOCTh None pa3s1OOKI. 


MuHe Tenepb No Aye HHOE.., 
V1 B 4YaXOTOUHOM CBETE JIYHbI 
Uepe3 KaMeHHOe H CTasIbHOe 
Byoky MOLb A pOJHOM CTOPOHBI. 


Tlonesaa Poccusa! JLoBpombHo 
BoNOYKTECA COXOM NO NOJIAM! 
HuyeTy TBOrO BHAeTh OObHO 
VY 6epe3amM HM TOMOJIAM... 


A He 3Habo, YTO OyfeT CO MHOW... 
MoxeT, B HOBYIO 2KH3Hb HE FOXYCb, 
Ho u Bce xe XOUYy A CTaJIbBHOIO 
Buyetb OeaHyt0, Huuyro Pycs. 
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The disquiet of vaporous moonshine, 
The heartache of plains without end— 
In youth these aroused that confusion 
Where loathing with love would contend. 


The dry willows lining the highway, 
The waggon wheels’ long-drawn refrain... 
For nothing on earth would I like now 
To hear that sound ever again. 


[ care not for poor country hovels, 
A hearth fire I cherish no more. 
The blizzard of apple-tree blossom 
[ cannot amid dearth adore. 


Not these sights now stir me, but others... 
In the feverish light of the moon 

The strength of my land, I discover, 

Lies in things made of steel and of stone. 


For long enough, soil-tilling Russia, 
You followed the primitive plough! 
The poplar and birch suffer anguish 
At the poverty seen all around. 


For myself, I don’t know my own future... 
I’ve no place in the new life, I feel, 
Yet still wish to see poor drab Russia 
A prospering country of steel. 
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M1, BHHMasx MOTOPHOMy J1alo 

B COHME BbIOI, B COHME Oypb H rpo3, 
Hu 3a 4TO & Telepb HE 2%KeNalo 
CrywaTb mecHto TesIexKHbIX KOJIEC. 


1925 
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And, hearing the motors go barking 
Through blizzard, hail, thunder and rain, 
I’ve not the least wish now to hearken 
To the song of cart axles again. 


1925 
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CIMT KOBbINb. PaBHHHa AOporas, 
VscBHHIJOBOM CBe>xKeCTH MOJbIHB. 
Hukakas poyuna ypyraxz 

He BOJIbeT MHe B rpyb MOKO TEIIJIbIHb. 


3HATb, y BCeX y Hac TaKad yyaCcTh, 
HM, noxkaslyX, BCAKOrO cnpocu — 
PanlyAcb, CBHpencTByx HW My4acb, 
XOpOwWO 2%KHBeTCHA Ha Pycu. 


CBeT JIYHbI, TAHHCTBCHHBIM HM JIMHHbIN, 
I[nayuyT BepOsl, wenmyyT TONONA, 

Ho HHKTO NO OKPHK 2K ypaBIMHbIA 

He pa3nr1o6uT oTune noms. 


Vs Tenepb, Kora BOT HOBbIM CBETOM 
Vs Moew KOCHYJIaCb 2KH3Hb CYAbOBI, 
Bce paBHO OCTaJICA A NOSTOM 
30NOTOK OpeBeHyaTON H3O6BI. 


IIo HowaM, NpH>KaBLUMCh K A3FOJIOBbhO, 
BYOxky A, KaK CHJIbHOLO Bpara, 

Kak 4y2Kax FJOHOCTh OPbI32KET HOBbIO 
Ha MOH NOJIAHbI M Jyra. 


Ho u Bce xe, HOBbIO TOM TECHHMBIH, 
A MOry MpOuyBCTBEHHO Mponerts: 
/jantTe MHe’Ha pOmHHe JOOHMON, 
Bce 11064, CNOKOHHO yMepeTp! 


Ur0nrb 1925 
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Drowsy feather-grass. Beloved lowlands, 
Wormwood fresh and of a leaden hue. 

There’s no other country that so wholly 

Calms my soul and warms me through and through. 


This would seem our common dispensation 
And at one conclusion we arrive: 

That, rejoicing,suffering and raging, 

Still we feel it’s good to be alive! 


Magical, far-reaching is the moonlight. 

Poplars whisper, willows sadly weep. 

Land we love forever, life in tune with 

Plaintive cranes that through blue heaven sweep. 


And when life today is boldly throwing 
On my fate a light unknown before, 

I still feel that I remain the poet 

Of the timber cottages of yore. 


Every night I dream a confrontation 
With a sturdy foe of stern design, 

Alien youth come spreading innovation 
In these fields and forest glades of mine. 


Still, though novelty may cramp and crowd me, 
My impassioned verses voice my cry: 

In the homeland that I love allow me, 

Ever loving, peacefully to die. 


July 1925 
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JIMCTbA MayarorT, JIMCThA Mayaror, 
CTOHET BeTep, 

IIlporsxKeH 4 riryx, 

KTo xe cepylje nopapyer? 

KTOo ero ycnOKOHT, MOK Apyr? 


C OTATYCHHbIMH BEKaMH 

41 CMOTPIO H CMOTPWO Ha JIyHy. 
Bot onsaTp neTyXu KyKapeKHyJIM 
B o6oceHeHHy!o THUIMHY. 


IIpeqpaccpeTHoe, CuHee. PaHuee, 
V1 nleTarourHx 3Be3), Oaroyarth, 
SaranaTb ObI Kakoe *KeslaHue, 

7Ja He 3Hato, 4¥ero NO*KeNarTh. 


Oro x*enaTb NOY] KUTEMCKOW HOLE, 
TIpokMHasa yes] CBOM HW OM? 

A xoTen Obl Temepb XOPOLLIy!o 
BweTb JeByLUKYy MOj] OKHOM. 


4106 c ra3aMM OHa BaCcHJIBKOBbIMH 
TojIbKO MHe — 

He KOMy-HH6OyJb — 

Vs cnoBaMH UW 4yBCTBaMH HOBbIMH 
Ycnokousa cepaAlle HU rpy Ab. 


4706 NOX 3TOKO GENOF0 JIYHHOCTHH, 
JIpHHMMas CYaCTIIMBbIN yes, 

A Hay MecHew He TaA, He MIEN 

Vc 4y>KOrK0 BECeJIOLO IOHOCTHIO 

O cBoen HHKorja He Kale, 


AszyctT 1925 
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Leaves are falling, leaves are falling. 
The wind is moaning 

A long dull moan. 

Who'll bring joy, my heart enthralling? 
Who, friend, shall my heart console? 


Heavy-lidded my eyes are, slowly 

I fix my gaze upon the moon 

And once more the cocks are crowing 
In air to autumn peace attuned. 


Soon the sunrise. Blueness. Freshness. 
Shooting stars through heaven swish.’ 
Now’s the time for a request, but 

I don’t know for what to wish. 


What to wish for, bearing life’s burden, 
Cursing the home and fate given me? 
Below my window a fair young maiden 
Is what now I'd like to see. 


A girl with cornflower eyes appealing 
To me alone 

And no one else, 

With fresh words and her fresh feelings 
Comforting my tortured breast. 


And I wish that in this moonlight, 
Greeting the fortune Fate has sent, 

Over verses I should not fret 

And, sharing another’s youth, should never 
For my own youth feel regret. 


August 1925 
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Cecrpe ype 


A KpacuHBbIX TaKHXx He BHC I, 
TONbKO, 3Haelib, B Wyle 3aTato 

He B NNOXON, a B XOpOWlen OOuTe — 
ITIoBTOpsxellib ThI KOHOCTb MOK. 


TbI — MOe BaCHJIbKOBOEe CJIOBO, 
A HaBeKH JOGJ10 TeOs. 

Kak XKHMBeT Tellepb Hallia KOpoBa, 
[pycTb CONOMeHHy!0 Tepe6a? 


3anOelllb ThI, A MHE JOOUMO, 
Mcienan MeHa JIeTCKHM CHOM. 
OtropedJia JIM Halla pa0uHa, 
Ocbinasacb nojy 6ebIM OKHOM? 


Oro moeT Tenepb MaTb 3a KYJICJIbIO? 
A HaBeKH MOKHHYJI ceJO, 

TONbKO 3Ha¥oO — OarpxAHOM METEJIbIO 
Ham JIMCTBBI Ha KPbIJIbI[O HaMeJIO. 


‘3Halo TO, 4YTO O Hac Cc TOOOK BMECTe 
BMecTO JIacKH H BMECTO CJIe3 

Y BOpOT, Kak O crMuOuew HEBECTe, 
THXO BOeT NOKHHYTbIM Mec. 


Ho u Bce XX BO3BpallaTbca He HajO, 
Tloromy 4 4OcTaJica He B CpOK, 

Kak J11000Bb, KaK WeYab M OTpana, 
TBOK KpaCHBbIM PA3aHCKHH MJaTOK, 


13 cexTAOpA 1925 
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To my sister Shura 


I’ve never seen women so pretty, 
But, I must say, at heart I secrete 
Not a bad but a good-natured envy 
That my own young days you repeat. 


My comflower manifest—you are, 
And you I shall love evermore. 

How is our old cow there now doing, 
Munching its sorrow of straw? 


I like it when you start singing. 

My heart with a child’s sleep soothe! 
Is our rowan no longer glittering 

By the window, shedding its fruit? 


What does mother sing now to her spinning? 
The village for good I have left. 

I know this: a crimson blizzard 

Dead leaves to the porch has swept. 


I know that the dog we abandoned 

Now plaintively howls at the gate— 
There’s nobody there now to fondle him, 
He mourns the sad turn of his fate. 


But still there can be no returning, 

And that’s why in such a short span 
Life’s given me love, joy, sad yearning... 
. And your pretty scarf from Ryazan. 


September 13, 1925 
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CecTpe Ulype 


TbI 3amMOKW MHE TY NeCHH, YTO Npexye 
Hanesayia HaM CTapas MaTb. 

He xKaylea O cruOulen Haylexqe, 

A cyMero Te6e nojyneBats. 


A Beyb 3HaroO, H MHE 3HaKOMO, 
TloTromy 4 BOJIHYH HW TpeBOxb — 
By]TO A 43 pOAMMOLO fOMa 
CiIbILUYy B TONOCe HEXKHY!HO APOxbs. 


Tbr MHe NOM, Hy, a A C TaKOK, 

Bot c Tako} xe mecHeH, Kak TBI, 
JIMU1b HEMHOLO ryia3a Np HKporo — 
Byoky BHOBb JOporHe YeprTpl. 


Tb MHe NOK. Beftb MOA OTpaya — 
YTo BOBeK «A HOG6H He OHH 

Vs kanutTKy OceHHero caja, 

VM onaBuive JMCTBA C pAGHH. 


) 


TbI MHe IIOH, HY, a A IIPHMOMHIO 
Vise Oyny 3a6bIBYHBO XMyp: 
Tak NpHATHO HU Tak JIErKO MHE 
ByjeTb MaTb H TOCKYFOIUIMX Kyp. 


A HaBek 3a TyMaHBbI H pOcbl 
Tlomro6us y Gepe3KH cTaH, 
V1 ee 30N0THCTBIEC KOCHI, 

Vs xonuyjoBbim ee capacban, 
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To my sister Shura 


Come now, sing me the song our mother 
Used to sing us long, long ago. 

Not regretting hopes now smothered, 

I'll sing the descant that I know. 


It’s just because the tune’s familiar 

That my heart and soul so rejoice, 
Hearing as if from the home of our family 
The delicate tremor of her voice. 


Come now, sing and I'll think, as I listen, 
Of another song matching yours. 

If I half-close my eyes while you're singing 
Mother’s dear features I see once more. 


Come now, sing. What I find so heartening 
Is the love that stirs not only me— 

Love of the gate to the autumn garden, 

Of the fallen leaves of the rowan-tree. 


Come now, sing and the past I’ll remember, 
And here no longer I'll sulk in pain. 

Such a relief it is, and pleasure, 

Seeing mother and her brood hens again. 


In mist and dewfall I came forever 

To love the slim birches holding hands, 
With thick-plaited golden tresses, 

In sleeveless homespun sarafans. 
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Ilotomy Tak 4 cepyuly He *xeCcTKO — 
Mue 3a mecHero HM 3a BHHOM 
Tloka3auacb ThI TOK Gepe3kKon, 

TO CTOMT NO, pORMMbIM OKHOM. 


13 cenTaOpa 1925 
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And the reason my heart’s unburdening 
With the wine and song fs that you 
Seemed to me to be the birch-tree 

That back home by the window grew. 


September 13, 1925 
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OX BbI, caHw! A KOHM, KOHH! 
BHAHO, 4YepT HX Ha 3eMIJIEO IIPHHEC. 
B 3aMxBaTCKOM CTeIHOM pa3roHe 
KoNIOKOJIBUHK XOXOUET TO Cues. 


Hy JIYHbI, HM COOaubePLo Jaw 

B qasieKe, B CTOPOHE, B INycTbipe: 
Tloqyep>Kiicb, MOA KHM3Hb yAasag, 
A ewe He HaBek N1ocTapeJ. 


JIOK, AMIMHK, BIEpeKOp 3TOK HOU, — 
XOUELIb, CaM A Tee NOJMOLO 

IIpo ykKaBble JeBHUbH ON, 

IIpo BeceJly¥o }OHOCTh MOD. 


Ox, ObIBaIO, 3AJIOMHLUb Wanky, 
a 3a0>%KUWIb B OFIO6JIM KOHA, 
JJa npWJIs>kKellb Ha CeHa OXanky, — 
BcnoMHHal JIMIIb, KaK 3BaJIM MeHA. 


VM orxyya Opanacb ocaHka. 
A B NOJIYHOUHYO THUIMHY 
Pa3roBOpunBad TasbAHKAa 
YTroBapHBaJla He OJHY. 


Bce npouio. Tlopeyea Mon Bosoc. 
Koub H3M10x, OMycTeJI Halll ABOp. 
JloTepAa TabAHKa rojioc, 
Pa3y4HMBLIMCb BECTH pa3roBop. 
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O you snowsleighs! Galloping horses! 
By a devil were you devised. 

As over the steppe you go coursing, 
The sleigh bell laughs till it cries. 


No barking of dogs, no moon showing, 
For miles around waste lands unfold. 
My wild crazy life, keep on going, 

I’m not irretrievably old. 


Sing, driver, to spite the night’s darkness— 
If you wish, I shall sing with you too. 

I?ll sing of a girl’s roguish glances, 

I’ll sing of my jubilant youth. 


I’d push back my cloth cap crazily, 
Get ready and drive out the sleigh, 
Then flop on the hay, lie there lazily— 
And race off not leaving a trace. 


Remember the way I would swagger. 
In the quiet night hours I played 

My sweet concertina and captured 
The heart of many a maid. 


All’s over. My hair is now thinner, 
The horse dead, the yard is forlorn 
And voiceless is my concertina, ’ 

Its powers of persuasion are gone. 
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Ho u Bce xe Ayla He OCThINA, 
Tak IIPHATHbI MHE CHer HM MOpO3, 
IIloromy 4TO Haji BceM, YTO ObIN0, 
KoyIOKOJIBYUHK XOXOYET JO cye3. 


19 cenranoOpsa 1925 
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But, warm still, my heart doesn’t languish, 


Expanses of snow cheer my eyes 
Because, mocking all that has vanished, 
The sleigh bell laughs till it cries. 


September 19, 1925 
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CHexHad 3€MATb APOGHTCH HM KOJETCH, 
Cpaepxy o340uIad CBETHT JIYHa. 

CHOBa A BEOKY pOHY!O OKOJNLY, 
Yepe3 MeTesib OrOHEK y OKHA. 


Bce MbI 6€320MHHKH, MHOPO JIM Hy>KHO HaM. 
TO, 4TO JaNOcb MHe, IIpO TO H NOW. 

BOT 4 ONATS 3a POMMTEABCKHMM YKHHOM, 
CHOBa 4 BAKY CTapyLUKy MOK. 


CMOTPHT, a OYUN CE3ATCH, CUIE3ATCA, 
TuHxo, 6€3MOJBHO, Kak OyATO 6e3 MYK. 
XOueT 3a YaHHY!O YallIKy B3ATBCA — 
Oattnad 4allika CKOJIb3HT H3 PyK. 


Musa, oOpas, cTrapad, HexKHas, 

C YMaMH rpycTHBbIMH THI HE Apy>HCb, 
Cyyuiaw — nog 3Ty rapMOHMKy CHE KHYIO 
A paccKaxXy Ipo CBOrO Te6e *KH3Hb. 


MHOro & BHAeN, AH MHOLO A CTpaHCcTBOBal, 
MHoro 7110641 A MW MHOYPO cTpajaui. 

VY oTToro XyHraHu WM MbAHCTBOBA, 

To myulle Te6aA HAKOIO He BHAaI. 


BoT HM OMATH y JICKAHKH A Pperwcs, 
COpocui OOTHHKH, MHy>KaK CBOM pa3yed. 
CHOBa A OKI WM CHOBA Hajlerocb 

Tak Ke, KaK B JeTCTBe, Ha JIYAWIMM yes. 


271 


+ + + 


Whirlwinds of thick snow are riving and splitting, 
A chill moon illumines the landscape below. 

Once more I see native fields, through the blizzard 
I see in the window a light is aglow. 


We are all vagrants, our needs aren’t extravagant. 
What fell to me is my verses’ refrain. 

Once more at table I sup with the family, 

See my beloved old mother again. 


Tears from her staring eyes are streaming, 
Seemingly painlessly, silently, fast. 

She picks up a cup of tea that is steaming, 
The teacup slips from her quivering grasp. 


Kindly old woman, so gentle and generous, 

Dnive from your mind all sad thoughts that are rife. 
Listen, to the sound of the snowstorm’s harmonica 
I shall retell you the tale of my life. 


Much have I witnessed and much have I wandered, 
Much have I loved, I have suffered much too. 

I was a drunkard and hooligan only 

Because I found nobody better than you. 


Here am I warming myself on the stove seat, 

I’ve thrown off my jacket, my boots I’ve removed. 
Come back to life again, I’m again hoping, 

Just as in childhood, that things will improve. 
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A 38a OKH@M IIOJ] METeJIBHbIe BCXJIMIBI, 


B KOM HM UIYMHOM METECJIBHOM ally, 
KaxkeTcad MHe — OCbIMNarorTca JIMMBI, 
bedJible JIMMbI B HallieM cCajly. 


20 cenTaOpaA 1925 
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Outside the blizzard is sobbing and whimpering, 
Flakes in disorder the sudden gusts blow. 
I have a feeling the leaves from the linden 
Are falling, our linden with leaves white as snow. 


September 20, 1925 
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CuHuM TyMaH. CHeroBoe pa3yoube, 
TOHKHH JIMMOHHBIM JIYHHbIM CBeT, 
Cepally 1pHATHO C THXO}O OONbIO 

4 To-HH6yb BCIOMHHTh M3 paHHHx Jet, 


Cuer y KpbIJIbla Kak Me€COK 3bI6y4MH. 
Bot pu Takow Ke JlyHe 6€3 CJIOB, 
[lanky 43 KOWIKH Ha JIO6 HaxJIO6y4HB, 
‘TawHO NOKHHYJI A OTUHK KPOB. 


CHOBa BepHyJIcaA 1 B Kpalt pOAMMBIM. 

KTo MeHa# NOMHUT? KTo no3a6bi? 

IpycTHo CToro A, KaK CTpaHHHK rOHHMbIA, — 
CrTapbIM xO3AMH CBOern H365I. 


Movrya ¢ KOMKalo HOBy!O Waliky, 

He no qyliie MHe COOOJIMH Mex. 

BcnoMHu)Ji « eAyWIKy, BCIOMHHJI A OabKy. 
BcnoMHHJI Kia OMWeHCKHH PbIXxJIbIM CHET. 


Bce yCnOKOHJIMCh, BCe TaM OyjJjeM, 
Kak B 9TOM 2KH3HH paylen He payen, — 
Bot moyemy Tak TAHYCb & K JIEO]AM, 
Bort noyemy Tak JOOJIro JUONeHn. 


Bor oTyero & 4yTb-4yTb He 3allakall 
VY, ynbi6axch, AyWwoK norac, — 

OTy u36y Ha KpbiJIplje C CObakon 
CyIOBHO A BEXKy B NOCJIE HMM pa3. 


24 cenTaOpsa 1925 
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Shroud of blue vapours. Snowy expanses. 
Moonbeams that gleam with a lemon-pale glow. 
Soothed is the heart, although pain lightly stabs it, 
Recalling what happened in years long ago. 


The snow by the porch like shifting sand is. 
Yellow, like this, I recall, the moon shone 
When in my cap of cat’s fur I abandoned 
Home saying nothing to anyone. 


I have returned to my native country. 
Who has forgotten me? Who has not? 
Sadly I stand, like a pilgrim hunted— 
The grown-up owner of this country cot. 


Silently my new cap I crumple, 

This sable fur I don’t fancy at all. 

I remember my granddad, my grandmother, 
The light soft cemetery snow I recall. 


All are at rest there and so shall we be, 
Whether we take pains in life or no. 
That is why I am so drawn to people, 
That’s why I love live people so. 


That’s why I almost burst out sobbing, 
And felt my soul flicker out with a smile— 
I have a feeling this dog, porch and cottage 
I’m seeing now for the very last time. 


September 24, 1925 
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BeuepoM CHHMM, BeYepOM JIYHHbIM 
BplijI A KOra-TO KpaCHBBbIM HM IOHBIM. 


Heyylep2kuMO, HeNOBTOpHMO 
Bce nponerteyo... qameue... MHMO... 


Cepyle OcTBIJIO, MH BbILBeJIN ON... 
Cunee cuactbe! JIyHHbie HOU! 


4/5 oxTabpax 1925 


277 


+ + * 


Deep blue dusk and moonlight. Once 
I was handsome, I was young. 


Headlong, now or never—how fast 
All flew ... flew away ... flew past. 


Chill my heart is, pale my sight... 
Deep blue happiness! Moonlit night! 


October 4-5, 1925 
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Menkoslecbe. CTenb XH asin. 
CBeT JIyHbI BO BCe€ KOHUBI. 
BoT OnATS BApyr 3apbiqasiu 
Pa3JIMBHbIe OyOeHupI. 


Henphriiaguad Jopora, 
ja 1100uMas HaBeK, 

I]o KOTOpOX e341 MHOTO 
Bcsikui pyCCKHH YeJIOBeK. 


9x BbI, caHu! ATo 3a caHu! 
3BOHbI Mep3JIbIe OCHH. 

Y MeHA OTell — KPeCTbAHHH, 
Hy, a 4 — KpeCTbAHCKHMM CBIH. 


HanJiepaTb MHe Ha H3BeECTHOCTb 
Va TO, 4TO & NOT. 

OTy 4axJICHbKYy!IO MECTHOCTB 

He Bujasi x MHOYPO JierT. 


TOT, KTO BHJeJI XOTb OHAXKIbI 
OTOT Kpau UH ITy lab, 

Tot nouTu Gepe3ke KaxOn 
Hoxky pay NowWeOBaTb. 


Kak >Ke MHE HE IIPOCJIE3HTBCA, 
EcuiM C BeEHKOH B CTBIHb VM 3BCHb 
ByleT pAJOM BeCeJIMTBCA 
FOHOCTh pyCCKHX JIepeBeHb. 
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Scattered shrubs. Vast steppe horizons. 
Moonlight spreading everywhere. 
Sudden sob of sleigh bell sighing, 
Jingling in the chill night air. 


Road we love, not much to boast of, 
But to which we’re born and bred. 
Down it many a time has boldly 
Many a man of Russia sped, 


Hail, you snowsleighs! Fleet and pleasant! 
Aspens rustle as you run. 

My old man he was a peasant, 

Here am I—a peasant’s son... 


I don’t care a damn I’m famous 
And a poet—what the hell! 

I’ve not seen these parts for ages, 
Things don’t seem to go too well. 


Anyone who’s once gone racing 
Through a countryside so smooth 
Feels like kissing and embracing 
Every birch-tree’s pretty foot. 


How Can I refrain from weeping 
When these villages merrily ring 
To the young folk’s concertinas 
In grey winter, in green spring. 
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Ix, rapMOUIKa, CMepTb-OTpaBa, 
3HaTb, C TOFO NOX 3ITOT BOK 

He oyHa sInxad cylaBa 
IIponayana TpbIH-TpaBoH. 


21/22 oxra6pa 1925 
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Concertina, bane of the nation, 
Many a man has thrown away 
A magnificent reputation 

To the music that you play. 


October 21-22, 1925 
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[ipetTbI MHe ropopaT — npowsan, 
TONOBKaMH CKJIOHAACh HMDKE, 
OTO a HaBeKH He YBAXKY 

Ee aMlO MW OTUMHM Kpal. 


JI¥o6HMaag, HY 4TO x! Hy uTo x! 
XA BYE MX UM BHI 3eEMIJIFO, 

VY sty rpoooBy Apoxkb 

Kak JlacKy HOBY}O IIpHeMIIrO. 


VM noromy, 4To «A nocTur 

Bcro XM3Hb, NpOnyA C YAbIOKOM MAMO, — 
A rOBopto Ha KaxXk{bIM MUTT, 

OTOoO Bce Ha CBETE NIOBTOPHMO, 


He Bce Jb paBHO — NpHeT Fpyron, 
Tleyanb yuequero He cryuioxerT, 
OctTaBJIeHHOK 4 WOporoK 

TI pwHuwiequimn Jry4iie MeCHIO CJIOXKHT, 


V, mecHe BHEMJIA B THILIMHE, 
JTto6uMasi c J]pyrMM JIKOOMMbIM, 
BbITb MOXeET, BCIIOMHUT O60 MHEe 
Kak O IBeTKe HENOBTOPHMOM,. 


27 oxTHn6pan 1925 
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Flowers bid goodbye to me, 
Bowing their heads ever lower, 


A sign that her face and my homeland 


I am never more to see. 


Be it so, my love! God bless! 
You and earth my sight delighted. 
I accept like a caress 

This death-tremor and this silence. 


And because [| fully grasp 

Life entire and, smiling, greet it, 
I vow—from the first to last 

All in it can be repeated. 


When a new man comes along, 
Grief shall not consume the loser, 
He shall sing a better song 

Than the old one she was used to. 


As she hears the melody 
With her lover of that hour, 
Maybe she’ll remember me— 
An inimitable flower. 


October 27, 1925 
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KyieH ThI MOM OMaBLUMM, KJICH 3aseeHEJIbIN, 
YTO CTOMINb HarHyBLIHCh NOW MeTebIo Geno? 


Mmm uTo yBugen? Mau uTo ycupmuan? 
CJIOBHO 3a JCPeBHIO NOLyJIATb ThI BbILICII. 


V1, Kak MbAHbIA CTOPOX, BbIMAA Ha WOpOry, 
Y TOHYJI B cyrpo6e, NPHMOPpO3HI HOTy. 


Ax, H CaM 4 HbIHYe YTOH-TO CTajI HECTOMKMA, 
He yoy 20 WoMa c pyxKecKOM NOMOKKH. 


Tam BOH BCTpeTuyI BepOy, TaM COCHY IIpHMeTHII, 
PacneBayI MM MecHH MO MeTedb O JeTe. 


Cam ceG6e Ka3aJIcA A TaKMM Ke KJICHOM, 
TOJIbKO He ONaBLIMM, a BOBCIO 3€JICHbIM. 


M1, yTpaTHB CKpOMHOCTB, OYpeBLUH B OCKy, 
Kak xeHy 4yxxy10, OOHHMal Gepe3ky. 


28 HoRnOpA 1925 
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Maple bare of foliage, freezing in the snowstorm, 
Why are you bent over as the wind is blowing? 


Have you witnessed something? Have you heard 
some tidings? 
It’s as if beyond the village you’ve gone striding. 


Like a drunken watchman, straying off the roadway, 
In a drift you tumbled, now your leg is frozen. 


I too am unsteady on my feet, I’m thinking, 
And I can’t get home when I have been out drinking. 


Here I met a willow, there a pine I greeted, 
To a song of summer both of them treated. 


I’d a feeling I too was a maple like you, 
Not a bare and bald one, but bright green 
and thriving. 


By both common sense and modesty deserted, 
In a lustful frenzy I embraced a birch-tree. 


November 28, 1925 
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Kakaxt Houb! 4 He MOTY. 

He cnutca MHe, Takada JIYHHOCTb. 
Eye Kak 6yqTO Oepery 

B vyule yTpaueHHyto IOHOCTS. 


Tlogpyra oxJafeBuinx Jer, 

He Ha3biBai MIpy JIKOGOBbIO, 
IlyctTb 1yuie 3TOT JYHHbIM CBeT 
Ko MHe CTpyHTCA K H3FOJIOBbIO. 


IlycTb HcKa>KeHHbIe YepTbI 

OH OOpHcCOBbIBaeT CMeIO, — 
Bejb pa3110OHTb HE CMO>KELIb THI, 
Kak nomoOUTs Thi HE CyMeIa. 


JI¥OOUTb JIMUIb MOXKHO TOJIBKO pa3. 
BOT OTTOLO TbI MHE 4y>xKa", 

To NHMbI THIeETHO MaHAT Hac, 

B cyrpo6p! Hor“ norpy>xad. 


Bejib 3Haio J HM 3H@elllb THI, 

UTO B 3TOT OTCBET JIYHHbIM, CHHHK 
Ha 9THx JIMMaXx He I[BeTbI 
Ha 9TMx JImmax CHer ja HHEH. 


YTo oTMOOMIIN MbI JaBHO, 

TbI He MeHA, a A — Apyrybo, 
V1 Ham 060MM BCe paBHO 
MUrpats B JO6OBb HEAOporyrno. 
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On such a night the senses reel. 

I cannot sleep. The moon how splendid! 
A youthfulness at heart I feel 

Though well I know my youth has ended. 


Companion of years grown chill, 

Do not describe as love our toying, 
But rather let the moonlight fill 

The room here, every shade destroying. 


Let moonbeams every detail of 
Distorted features mark here boldly: 
Since you did not feel any love, 

You shall'not mind love growing colder. 


The human heart can love but once. 
No bond of love our hearts ts linking: 
In vain co lindens plead with us, 
Their feet in snowdrifts deeply sinking. 


Full well I know, and so do you, 

That this blue glow the moon is casting 
Present no blossom to our view 

But snow and hoartfrost everlasting. 


And we ceased loving long ago. 
You loved not me, I loved another. 
We nothing prize, but make a show 
Of love we neither feel nor suffer. 
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Ho Bce > JacKah 4 OOHUMal 

B nyKaBou cTpacTu nowenys, 
IlycTb cepally BEYHO CHHTCA Man 
V1 Ta, 4TO HaBcerga WOGM10 A, 


30 noxn6pa 1925 
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Enfold me though within your arms, 
Caress and kiss me, sweet and clever, 
That I may dream of spring-month charms 
And of the one I love forever. 


November 30, 1925 
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To cBuyjaHbs, pyr MOH, O CBHaHbA. 
MUjJIbIM MOH, TbI y MCHA B pyau. 

I] pequa3HaueHHoe paccTaBaHbe 
O6eljaeT BCTpeyy Bnepemn. 


lo cByyaHbaA, Apyr MOH, 6e3 pyKu, 6e3 c0Ba, 
He rpycrTu u He neyaJib OpoBex, — 

B 9TOK 2KH3HH YMupaTb He HOBO, 

Ho 4 KUT, KOHEYHO, He HOBEN. 


1925 
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Aurevoir, my friend, aurevorr. 

Dear fellow, you’re here in my breast. 
We have to part now, but this hour 
To a forthcoming meeting attests. 


Aurevolir, friend, no comment is due, 
Your gaze let no sorrow obscure— 
In this life of ours dying’s not new, 
Nor is living, of course, any newer. 


1925 
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LONGER POEMS 
HIOIMBI 
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ITYTAUEB 
OTpbIBKH H3 1103MbI 


Auatoauio Mapuenzogdy 


MOHOJIOr XJIONYUIM 


Cymaculeyiuax, OeuieHad KpOBaBax MYTH! 

Oto Thr? CmMeptb? Mb ucleseHbe KayleKaM? 
II]popeyuTe, IpoBeyuTe MeHA K HEMY, 

A xOuy BHeETb YTOTO YeEOBEKA. 

A Tp WHA M TPH HOUN MCKalsI Ball yMET, 

Ty4H Cc CeBepa CbInajIMCb KaMe€HHOH rpyJOHn. 
Casa emy! IlycTb on faxe He ITetp! 

Gepup ero 2100nT 3a OYHCTBO H yalib. 

A Tp WHA MW Tp NOUN OnyxKAan NO Tponam, 

B conouue pbiyl rma3aMu yaayuy, 

BeTep BOJIOCbI MOM, Kak COJIOMY, Tpenas 

VM sywenamu fooxKa OOMOmadNBal. 

Ho o3n06sy1eHHOe cepyue HHKOrya He 3a6NyAHTCH, 
OTY TOuIOBy C WeM CLUMONTh HeserKoO, 
OpenOyprckas 3apaA KpacHOWepcTHON BepOsIOAHWen 
PaccBeTHOe pOHAJIa MHE B POT MOJIOKO. 

Vs xomoq{Hoe KOpsxBOe BbIMA CKBO3b ThMY 

TI pwoxuMali A, Kak xsie6, K HCTOLCHHbIM BeKaM. 
IIpopeyute, mpoBesMTe MeHA K HeMY, 

A xXOuy BYETb 9TOFO YeOBeKa. 

Tye on? ye? Heyxxemb ero HeT? 

Taxkesiee, EM KaMHH, A HEC MOF JYLIy. 

AX, aBHO, 3HaTb, 3a6bIJIM B STON CTpaHe 

IIpo oTuasdHHOrO HeETOAAA MW *KyIHKa XJIONYIYy. 
Cmenca, uesIOBek! 
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PUGACHEV 


Excerpts 


To Anatoly Marienhof 


KHLOPUSHA’'S MONOLOGUE 


Crazy confusion, blood-soaked and grim! 

What are you? Death? Or the healing of cripples? 
Lead me to his presence, lead me to him, 

I want to see the man in the thick of it. 

For three days and nights your camp I’ve been seeking. 
North clouds were stone-grey and thunderous. 
Praise to him! Even if he’s not Peter! 

The rabble adore his mettle and guts. 

For three days and nights along paths I stumbled, 
In salt lakes my eyes sought success in vain. 

My hair, like straw, by the wind was ruffled 

And thoroughly flailed by chains of rain. 

An embittered heart, though, will never be baffled, 
It’s no easy task to chop off my head. 

Dawn over Orenburg, a red-haired camel, 

Gave me sunrise milk and I was fed. 

Its firm cool udder in the twilight dim 

I pressed, like bread, to my eyelids. Quickly 

Lead me to his presence, lead me to him, 

I want to see the man in the thick of it. 


Where is he? Surely he must be here? 

The heart I bear is heavier than boulders. 
Folk have forgotten me, that much is clear— 
Khlopusha, the villain and desperado! 
Laugh away, fellow! 
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B Balll XMypbIH CTaH 

TIocbisiaroTca 3aMeYaTeJIbHble pa3sBequHKu. 
Bb A KATOp2KHHK HM apecrTant, 

Bb yOuMia W cbaJIbuIMBOMOHETHYHK. 


Ho seerja Bef{b, BCerfa BEb, paHO JIM, MO3AHO JIM, 
PaccTaBjlxeT paciiaTa KalkKaHb!I TepHHH. 
3aKOBaJIN B KOJIO[KM XH BbIpBaJIN HO3APH 

CpIHy kpecTbaHHHa TBepckou ry6epHun. 

lecaTb eT — 

TIOHHMaellb JIM ThI, WECATh ET? — 

TO OCTpOXKHUNYaJ A, TO OPOADKHII. 

ITO TenmO0e MACO HOCHII CKeNeT 

Ha o6uynnky, Kak nyx yle6s>KuM. 


Uepta Jib C TOTO, TO XOTEJIOCh MHE XKHTb? 

UTO *KeCTOKOCThIO Cepalle ycrajIO XMYPHTbCA? 
Ax, HOporon MOH, 

[na noMelyuKa MyXKHK — 

Bce paBHOo YTO OBLa, YTO Kypula. 

E>KeJ{HEBHO MOJIACh Ha 3apH XKEJITHIN Tpoo, 
KaHjasipI A CocayI roury6bIMu pyKaMhK... 

Bapyr... TpH HOUM Ha3ajq... ryGepHaTop Penucyopn, 
Kak COpBaBLUIMHCA JIMCT, 

B3yleTeJI KO MHE B KaMepy... 

«Cylyan, KaTOp»KHHK! 

(Tak OH Cka3aJ..) 

JIMuIb Te6e OFHOMY NOBepto 4. 

TaM B KOBBIJIBHbIX NIpOcTopax peBeT rpo3a, 

OT KOTOPOHM A POXKNT BCA MMMepus, 

TaM KaKOH-TO IpoOwfOxa, MOLWWECHHHK HM BOP 
B3yqyMas B3qbIGuTb Poccuro opyon rpabuTesen, 
Vs aBopsAHCKuHe TONOBbI CeyeT TONOp — 

Kak 6epe3oBble kymona 

B necHouw OOMTEIIN. 

TbI, KOH€YHO, CYMECCLIb BCAMTb B HETO HOX? 
(Tak OH CKa3aJI, TaK OH CKa3aJI MHE.) 

Bot 3a 9Ty yculyry ThI CBOOO7y Hanyellb 

V1 B KapMaHax 3a3BaAKaeT Cepeopo, a He KaMHM». 
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Sleuths of quality 

Are sent on your dismal camp to spy. 
I’ve been a jailbird and a convict, 

A murderer and a forger was I. 


But, as you know, always sooner or later 

The hour of reckoning waits with a snare. 

They clapped me in irons, tore off the nostrils 
Of this peasant lad from the land of Tver. 

For ten long years— 

Ten—want a bet on it?— 

I was convict or vagabond, down on my luck. 
This warm flesh of mine was worn by a skeleton 
For plucking, as down from a swan is plucked. 


It mattered not a damn that I wished to live, 
That my heart was weary of flinching at cruelty. 
Dear fellow, 

To the landlord a peasant is 

Of no more concern than sheep or poultry. 

I prayed to the yellow coffin of dawn, 

My fetters with blue hands I was sucking... 
Then... three nights ago... Governor Rheinsdorp 
Like a blown leaf 

Into my cell came rushing... 

‘Listen to me, prisoner! 

(His very phrase) 

For your'ears only is what I’m saying. 

A thunderstorm rages in the feather-grass plains 
From which all Imperial Russia is shaking. 
There’s an upstart there, a thief and rogue, 

Out to rouse Russia with a horde of robbers. 
Like a forest monastery’s 

Birch-wood domes 

Heads of the nobility his axe is toppling. 

Surely you could bury a knife in his back? 

(His very phrase, that’s how he put it.) 

For services rendered your freedom I'll grant 
And not stones but silver shall line your pocket.”’ 
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YX TPH HOH, TPH HOUH, MpOOMBaACh CKBO3b ThMY, 
A My ero Warepb, H CMPOCHTb MHE HeKOTO. 
IIpoBequTe x, MpOBeyMTe MeHA K. HeEMy, 

A xouy BUeThb STOFO YeNOBeKa! 


MOHOJIOr WYTAYEBA 


Bp c yMa cowyu! BbI c yMa coun! BI c yMa COW! 
KTO cKa3aJI BaM, UTO MbI YHAYTOXKEHBI? 

Syible pTbI, KaK C MpPOTyXWero NHINeM KOWIN, 
3OBOHHO pbiraroT GeccTbIHON JIOXKbIO. 

Tpwxk{bI MpOKIAT TOT Tpyc, HerowAM HM 310 eH, 
KTO CYM€JI OKOPMHTb Bac TaKOFO Jypbbo. 
‘HbInYe >K B HOUb BbI JOJDKHbI OceqaTh NOWAen 
V1 nonacTb 0 paccBeTa CO MHOW B J'ypbes. 

la, A 3Hato, A 3Hato, MbI B CTpallHON Gere, 

Ho 3aTem-TO XH 31eH Hall TYMaHHO!O BASbIO 
JlepeBaAHHBIMH KpbIJIbAMH MNO KaClnWAUCKOH Boe 
Han JIOMKH 3ansellyT, Kak ne6eqn, B A3HIO. 

O A3na, A3na! Pony6aa cTpana, 

OO6cbInNaHHad COJIbIO, MECKOM MH H3BeECTKOH, 

TaM Tak Me,JIeHHO M0 HeGy ejeT J1yHa, 
Tlockpunbisad KOJIECaMH, KaK KHprH3 C NOBO3KON. 
Ho 3aTo kTO ObI 3Had, Kak OYpJINBO UM Topyo 
CkauyT Tam WepcTOxeJITbIe rOpHble peKH? 

He c Toro JIM TaK CBHLLYT MOHTOJIbCKHe OpAbI 
Bcem TeM JMKMM H 3JIbIM, UTO CHDMT B YesIOBeKe? 


YK jaBHO 4, TaBHO A CKpbIBaJI TOCKY 

Ilepe6paTbcsa Tyla, K HX KOYYIOUIMM CTaHaM, 

4706 pa3AlHMH BOJIHaAMH MX CBEpKalOUlHX CKyJI 
CrTaTb kK mpefzyBepbaM Poccuu, Kak TeHb TaMepsiaHa. 
Tak KaKOM Ke MOLUCHHHK, MpOXxBOcT H 3710eH 
OKOpMHIJI Bac OeCCTbIAHOM TpyCAIHBOH ypbio? 
HbInye > B HOUb BbI JOJDKHbI OceqaTb NWOWAayen 

Vis nonactTb 40 paccBeTa cO MHO? B I'ypbes. 
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For three days and nights, through ways dark and grim 
His camp I’ve been seeking without a guide. Quickly 
Lead me to his presence, lead me to him, 

I want to see the man in the thick of it! 


PUGACHEV’S MONOLOGUE 


Have you lost your wits? Have you lost your wits? 
Whoever told you it’s crushed, our rebellion? 
Foul mouths, like rotting food bags, emit 
Evil-smelling lies, shamelessly belching. 

A triple curse on the cowardly wretch 

‘Who stuffed your heads with such stupid lies. 
This very night you must mount horse and get 
To Guriev with me before sunrise. 

I know very well we’re in a grave plight. 

With all the more furious indignation 

Through the Caspian mist our boats will ply 
Their wing-oars, heading, like swans, for Asia. 
Asia, Asia! Land of blue skies, 

Strewn with white lime, salt and sand dunes. 
The moon there as slowly through heaven rides 
As a Kirghiz driving his creaking waggon. 

But then do you know how turbulently, proudly 
The yellow-fleece mountain torrents there leap? 
Is that not why Mongol hordes so loudly 
Whistle with that fury which is buried deep? 


For a long time now it has been my desire 

To join there the nomads and astride the rushing 
Waves of their gleaming cheekbones to rise, 

Like Tamerlaine’s ghost, on the threshold of Russia. , 
Who was the rogue, the villainous wretch, 

Fooled you with shameless cowardly lies? 

This very night you must mount horse and get 

To Guriev with me before sunrise. 
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Boxe MOK, 4TO A CIIbILLY? 

Ka3ak, 3€MOJI4H! 

A 3aTKHY TBO FAOTKY HOXKOM Wb BbICTPCJIOM... 
Hey2keJIM MW BIIpaBAy OT3BEHEJIM MedH? 
Hey>xeJlb 9TO MJIaTa 3a BCe, UTO A BbICTpajas? 
Het, HeT, HeT, He NOBepio, He MOXeT OBITB! 

He Ha TO BbI B3pacTaJIM B CTeEMHbIX CTaHHax, 
Huykakue yrpo3bl CypOBOH Cyj{bObI 

He JODKHBI Bac 3ACTABHTb CMHPHTECA., 

BbI JOJDKHBI pa3.KHTaTb ele GOJbLUIe TOT B3BOH, 
Korjla BeTep MeTeJIAMH C HallMx CTpaH JlyJ... 


Cmeuio > K Kacnuio! Cmesio 3a MHOH! 

OH BbI, COTHHKH, CyYWWaTb KOMAaHIy! 

... Loporve MOM... XOp-poulne... 

YtTo cnyunnocn? UtTo cryynsoch? UtTo clyynsoch? 
KTO Tak CTpalIHO BH3XKHMT HM XOxOYeT 

B MpHOpooKHy!o r'pA3b HM ChIpOCTb? 

KTO XHXHKaeT TaM HCNOATHIKA, 

3y106HO OTIJICEBLIBAACh OT CONHWAa? 


,.. AX, ITO OCEHD! 

TO OCeHb BbITPAXHMBAaeT M3 MELIKAa 
UekaHeHHble CeHTAOpeM YEPBOHIBI. 
Ka! TIorn6 a! 

IIpwxogut yac... 

Mosr, KaK BOCK, KalJIeT r1yxO, Plyxo... 
... ITO OHa! 

ITO OHa NOAKYNHa Bac, 

3ylad WM nopyad OOOpBaHHas CTapyxa. 
OTO OHA, OHA, OHA, 

Pa3MeTaB CBOH BOJIOChI 3apero 3bIOKOH, 
XoueT, uTO6 cruOJla powHaAaA CTpaHa 
Tlog ee HeBeCce OM XOJIOMHON yJIbIOKOH., 


[ye xk ThI? ye x TbI, ObIJIaxt MOLb? 
XOU¥ELIb BCTATb — HM PyKO!HO He MOXEILIb JBHHYTEC#! 


301 


Heavens, what’s that I hear? 

Cossack, shut your mouth! 

I’ll silence your tongue with a knife or bullet... 
Can it be our swords no longer strike out? 

Is this the reward for all I put up with? 

I do not believe it, this cannot be! 

Not for this you grew in Cossack villages. 
However nienacing your destiny 

Never should it bend or cow your spirits. 
Your task is to make the loud how! increase 
Which the whirlwind carried from all our borders... 


Boldly to the Caspian go! Follow me! 
All you captains there, heed my orders! 


...My dear, dear fellows ... my fine companions... 
What is the matter? What is the matter? 

Who is it out there shrieks so madly, 

Guffawing by the roadside in the darkness? 
Who is it chuckles there like an old hag, 

At the rays of the sun malevolently spitting? 


..1t is the autumn! 

Shaking from her bag 

The coins of gold September has minted. 
My time will soon be up! 

I shall fall... 

My brain, like wax, drips away dully... 
...1t’s autumn, 

Yes, autumn has bribed you all, 

The ragged harridan, as base as she is ugly. 
It’s her, it’s her, her locks meanwhile 

She flings back with a pale dawn flourish, 
In the light of her frosty and cheerless smile 
Wishing our native land to perish. 


Where are you? Where’s that old strength of mine? 
I want to get up—but my hand’s not gripping! 
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FOHOCTb, }OHOcTH! Kak MalcKasxi HOUb, 

OT3BeHeIIa ThI YEPeEMyXOH B CTeEMHOM NPOBHHI[HH. 

Bot BcIJIbIBaeT, BCIJIbIBAeT CHHb HOUHAA Hay JLOHOM, 
TAHET MATKOIO rapbio C CyXHXx Mepesiecu. 

3OJIOTOKO H3BECTKOM Hay] HH3CHBKHM JOMOM 

Bpbi3.KeT LIMPOKHM H TeMJIbIM MECAL. 

Iye-To xpHnyio HM HEXOTA KyKapeKHeT NeTyx, 

B pBaHble HO3ApH MbIJIbIO UMXHET OKOJNIA, 

V1 Bee fanblile, Bce able, BCTPeBOXKHBLIM COHHBIH JIT, 
bexKHT KOJIOKOJIBUHK, NOKa 3a TOPOM HE pacKONeTCcA. 
Boxe MoH! 

Hey>xenu npuwia nopa? 

Hey>keyb NO AyYWION Tak Ke Mafaelib, KaK NOW HOWeH? 
A Ka3ayIOcb.,, Ka3aJIOCb ellje BYepa... 

Jloporne MOM... JOporue.., XOp-poune... 


Mapt—aezycr 1921 
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Youth, my youth! Like a May-month night 

In the flowering steppeland away youre slipping. 
Over the Don see the blue night rising, 

A soft burning smell.the dry woodland breathes. 
The moon, like golden lime, broadly shining 

Over the cottages casts its beams. 

A hoarse cock somewhere is reluctantly crowing, 
Dust in torn nostrils makes the neighbourhood sneeze. 
Jingle-bells waking the meadow are going 

Away to the hills where they’re lost in trees. 

O God! 

Has my time really come today? 

Can the soul bring you down, as a heavy pack can? 
Yet it seemed... why, it seemed only yesterday... 
My dear, dear fellows... my fine companions... 


March-August 192] 
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JEEHHH 
O7TpsIBOK 43 NOIMBI «Dy 1sH-noe» 


Eye 3aKOH He OTBEpyed, 
CrpaHa WYyMHT, Kak Henorosa. 
XJIECTHYJIa JJEp3koO 3a npeyen 
Hac oTpaBuBiasa cBoooja. 


Poccna! Cepauy MHJIbIN Kpan! 
yuia cKMMaeTCA OT GOI. 

YX CKOJIbKO JIeT He CUBILUIMT NONE 
IleTyuibe neHbe, necnu san. 


Y>K CKOJIBKO JICT Halll THXHK ObIT 
Yt TpaTus] MMpHble riaropl. 

Kak OCMOM, AMaMH KONIbIT 
M3pbITbI nacTOMa M AOIbI. 


HeMmojJIMHbIM TOMOT, PPOMKHA CTOH, 
BH3xKaT TauaHKH H Tesern. 

Y KEJIb A CIJIKO H BAXKY COH, 

UTo C KOMNbAMM CO BCeX CTOPOH 
Hac okpy>kKaloT neyeHern? 

He COH, HE COH, A BHXKY B'bABb, 
Hvyyem HE yCbINIJICHHbIM B3rJIA0M, 
Kak, omayev Nyckaa BIIaBb, 
OTpsaAbI CKauyT 3a OTPAIOM. 

Kyya oun? VM rye Bona? 

CremHad BOJ[b He BHEMJICT CJIOBY. 
He 3Hat, CBeTHT JIM JIyHa 

Vinb BcayjHHuK O6poHHa NOAKOBy? 
Bce cilyTasiocn... 
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LENIN 


Excerpt from Gulyai-Polye 


Not yet is law solidified, 

The country seethes as in rough weather. 
We're drunk with freedom, quite beside 
Ourselves, excited beyond measure. 


Dear Russia! Land close to my heart! 

I wince from pain that is heart-searing, 
So long have your fields not been hearing 
The cockerel crow and farmdog bark. 


For many years has peace deserted 

The even tenor of our life. 

The earth is pockmarked by hooves hurtling 
Across your fields in ceaseless strife. 


The thudding and the groans, the screech 
Of waggons and machine-gun carriages. 
Can I be dreaming in my sleep 

That Pechenegs from all sides leap 
Upon us, with their spears to harry us? 
No, I’m not dozing, this is no 

Dream vision when a fellow’s nodding: 
Over the hill the horses flow 

As squadron gallops after squadron. 

But whither bound? To war? But where? 
The smoothly rolling steppe is silent. 

Is at anew moon shining there 

Or a bright shoe lost by a rider? 

All’s muddled... 
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Ho noua B30p: 

CrpaHy poy! B KpaH 43 Kpaa, 
OrHemM H caOJ1AMH CBepkad, 
Me>kOycOOHbIH pBeT pa3yop. 


Poccnua — 

CTpalHbIH, Yy{HbIM 3BOH. 

B qepesbax Gepe3b, B IBeETb — NOACHE*KHHK, 
OrTkya 3aKaTHJICHA OH, 

Te6a BCTpeBOXKMBIIMK MATEKHHK? 
Cypospii reHui! Ou Mena 
ByeueT He no cBoen cburype. 

OH He CajiMJICA Ha KOHA 

V1 ve sleten HaBcTpeyy Oype. 
Criieya royioB OH He pyOu, 

He o6patijay B moGer nexoty. 
OHO B yOuKCTBe OH HOOK — 
IlepenesIMHy!0 OXOTY. 


JIA Hac ycIOBeH CTaJI repon, 

MblI J1100HM TeX, UTO B YEPHBIX MaCcKax, 
A OH C COMJIMBOHK JeETBOPOK 

3MMOH KaTaJICA Ha cayla3Kax. 

Vi He HOCHII OH TeX BOJIOC, 

UTO JIbIOT yclex Ha 2KeCHIMH TOMHbIX, — 
OH C JIbICHHOW, KaK MOHOC, 

Taye CKpOMHeH W3 CaMbIX CKPOMHBIX. 
SacTeHUMBbIM, NPOCTOM HM MHJIbIN, 

Ou Bpojge ccbuHKCa Mmpeyo MHOH. 

A He MOMMY, KaKOlO CHJION 

CyMeJI NOTPACTb OH 1WIap 3EMHOH? 

Ho on notTpaxc... 

Iilymu u Ben! 

KpyTu cBupenen, Henoroya, 

CmpiBai C HeCcuacTHOroO Hapoya 

IIo30p ocTporos uM WepKsBen. 


Bpigia MOpa XCCTOKHX JICT, 
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But it’s clear as dawn: 

With fire and sword this mother country 
Of mine from one end to the other 

By internecine strife is torn. 


My Russia— 

Awesome tocsins ring. 

Bright silver birch, white snowdrops swelling. 
Whence came he, of what origin 

Was he who roused you to rebellion? 

So stern a genius! What draws 

Me is not his imposing figure. 

He did not leap upon a horse, 

Fly with the wind and fight with vigour. 
He did not hack off warriors’ heads 

And rout the foe. With shot and cartridge 
One form alone of dealing death 

He loved and that was shooting partridge. 


The standard hero in our eyes 

Wears a black mask—but he in winter 
Would go careering down a rise 

Astride a sledge with noisy children. 

He Jacked that hair style which they say 
Makes feminine resistance crumble. 

His pate was bald, bare as a tray, 

And no one breathed an air more humble. 
Shy, kind and simple in behaviour 

He is a man who makes me ask: 

Where did he draw strength to be able 

To shake the whole world in his grasp? 
Shake it he did... 

Wind, roar and rage! 

Stormwind, more fiercely whirl and whistle! 
The infamy of priest and prison 

From luckless people wash away! 


There was a cruel run of years, 
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Hac necTosayin 3y1ble jlaibl, 
Ha nonpuule KpecTbhaAHCKHX Oey 
[[penm MMNepcKnHe Catpalipl. 


° e e e o ° e 4 e 


Mouapxua! 3o0Benium cMpar! 
BekaM# WJIM NMpbI 3a NMpoM, 

Vs npofan BracTb apucToKpaT 

TI poMbIuieHHHKaM HM OankKupaM. 
Hapog cTouay, WB STY KYTb 
CtTpaHa Jayla KOrO-HHO6y BB... 

V1 on Npuuedi. 


OH MOLJHbIM CJIOBOM 

IIloBeylI Hac BCex K HCTOKaM HOBbIM. 
OH HaM CKa3as: «AUTOO KOHYHTb MYKH, 
Bepute Bce B pa6oubH pyKH. 

Una Bac cnaceHba 6oubUIe HET — 

Kak Balla BlacTb XH Balt CoBeT». 


Vi MbI NOWJIM NO BH3r METEJIN, 
Kyya rya3a ero rises: 
TIown Tyya, re Buyes OH 
OcBo6OoxeHbe BCeX MJICMEH... 


VI BOT OH yMep... 

IInau qocayeu. 

He cnaBaT My3bI royioc 6eq). 

M3 MeqHouaIouunx TpOMayHH 
CayioT NOCeHHM Jaye, Wajyjen. 
Toro, KTO cmac Hac, 6ObUIe HET. 
Ero yx HET, a Te, KTO BXKHBE, 

A Te, KOrO OCTaBHII OH, 

Crpany B OyLIYIOLIeM pa3y1MBe 
losDKHbI 3€KOBbIBaTb B OeTOH. 


Jsit HUX HE CKa>KeLlb: 
«JIJeHHH yMep!» 
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In evil’s clutches we were nourished 
And, profiting from peasant tears, 


The monarchy! Obnoxious trash! 

For ages banquet followed banquet 
And nobles traded power for cash 

To manufacturers and bankers. 

The people groaned and in sore plight 
All Russia hoped that someone might 
Come... And he came. 


With words of power 

He gave us strength to match the hour 
And said: ““To end your suffering 

In workers’ hands take everything. 
Nothing can save you now except 
Your own rule and your Soviet.” 


And onwe strode, the blizzard braving, 
In the direction he was gazing in, 

After the man who could foresee 

The day all nations would be free. 


And now he’s dead... 

The moans are jarring. 

Woe from the Muse no sound can draw. 
To the farewell salute we hearken 
Which heavy guns are barking, barking. 
The one who saved us is no more. 

He lives no longer—but the living, 

All those whom Lenin left behind 

Must this land, seething like a river 

In full spate, in strong concrete bind. 


For them he has not died, 
Has Lenin. 
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Vix cmMepTb K TOCKe He IIpHBeJia. 
Ee cyposen 4 yrpromeit 
OHH TBOpSAT ero yea... 


1924 
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Death’s anguish does not cloud their view. 


More sternly to their task now bending 
They do what Lenin meant to do... 


1924 
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AHHA CHETrHHA 


A. Boponcromy 


«Cejlo, 3HaunT, Hale — Pajyoso, 
{Bopos, nountaH, Ba cTa. 
Tomy, KTO ero OrIAbIBall, 
JIpHaATCTBeHHbI Halu MECTa. 
boratTbI MbI JIECOM MH BOJbIO, 
EctTb nacTOMa, eCTb NOJIA. 

Vino Bcemy yrojybro 

Pacca>KeHbI TONOSA. 


MBI B BaxKHble OYCHb HE JICE3EM, 
Ho Bce xe HaM CUaCTELE aHo, 
J[Bopbl y Hac KpbITbI 2KeJIeE30M, 
Y KaoK]oro cay H ryMHo. 

Y KaKOro KpallleHbI CTaBHH, 
IIo npa3qHHKaM MSACO H KBac, 
Heyjapom korya-To HcnpaBHHuk 
JIxo6NJI NOTOCTHTh Y Hac. 


O6poKH IiaTHJIH MbI K CpOKy, 

Ho — rpo3HbIi Cyfba — cTapuinHa 
Bcerga npH6aByan K O6poKy 

IIo Mepe MyKH H Mena, 

Vs uto6 u36exaTb Hamacth, 
Vi3yMuiek HaM 6bIn 6e3 TArOT, 

Pa3 — BylaCTH, Ha TO OHM HM ByaCcTH, 
A MBI JIMIUb IpocTon Hapog. 
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ANNA SNEGINA 


To A. Voronsky 


1 


‘fA nice-sized village is Radovo, 

I reckon, two hundred farms. 

You don’t need more than a glance to know 
It isn’t without its charms. 

We're well off for wood and water, 

There’s pasture land too, and fields, 

And poplars along the borders— 

All specially planted trees. 


‘We don’t like to boast, but truly 
At fortune we can’t feel sore— 
There’s no farm without tin roofing, 
An orchard, a threshing-floor, 

And everyone has gay shutters, 

On holidays—meat and kvass. 

No wonder the district officer 
Would always.stop by for a- glass. 


‘“‘We’d never be late with quit-rent 

But the head man—he wielded power— 
Would always demand in addition 

A measure of millet or flour. 

And so to avert disaster 

We'd pay up—for it’s no joke— 

A master is always master 

And we are Just common folk. 
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Ho s110q — BCe rpellHble Aywu. 
Y MHOrHx ryla3a — 4TO KJIbBIKH. 
C coceyHew fepeBHH Kpnyuin 
KOCHJINCb Ha HaC MYKHKH. 
XKutTbe y HHX ObINO NIOXoe — 
TIouTH BCA TepeBHA BCKaub 
Ilaxaya OHOM COXOIO 

Ha nape 3a€3.KeHHBIX KJIAY. 


Kakux yXK TYT K]aTb OOHIIMKM, — 
Boia Ob! Aya *KMBA. 

YkpayKOHK OHV pyOunH 

V3 Halero yieca 1poBa. 
OnHaXIIbI MbI HX 3aCTaJin... 

OHM B TONODBI, MBI TOX. 

OT 3B0Ha H CKpexeTa CTaJIH 

IIo Tey KaTHIaCb pOX%b, 


B cKaHjjasie YOMHMCTBOM MaxHeT. 
VB Hallly HB MX BHHYy 

Bapyr KTO-TO 43 HHX Kak axHeT! — 
Vs cpa3y yOusi cTapuwinuy. 

Ha Halen ObiqacTon cxoyKe 
MBI fesly YCNOBHJIN LWIHpb. 
Cynynu. 3a6nsn B KOJIONKH 

Vi necatb ycyanu B CuOnps. 

C Tex nop H y Hac Heypabl. 
CxkaTuylacb CO CYaCTbA BOK KA. 
IJouTH YTO TpH ropa Kpayy 

Y Hac TO Maflex, TO MO*Kap». 


Takve MeuaJIbHbIle BECTU 
Bo3Hulla MHE IeJI BECb IYyTb. 
A B paylOBCKHe mpeyMectTba 
Exayl TOra OTZOXHYTb. 
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‘But people are all born sinners, 

And some eyes are sharper than tusks. 
The men of the neighbouring village, 
Kriusha, had eyes on us. 

Their life was nothing to talk of— 

For ploughing the most they could raise 
Was a couple of clapped-out horses 
And a plough that had seen better days. 


‘So how could they dream of plenty— 
They were happy to stay alive. 

Our forest with axes they’d enter 

And chop trees down on the sly. 

We caught them one day red-handed 
With axes—we had ours too. 

The clatter as axe on axe landed 

Sent chills down your spine, right through. 


‘The fray bore a whiff of murder. 
Neither side was quite free of guilt 
When one of them without further 
Ado our head man killed. 

Our villagers met to settle 

The details to tie up the case. 

The judge sent ten men in fetters 

To Siberia for a space. 

Since then things have all gone to ruin, 
Our fortune has slipped the rein. 

For three years just trouble’s been brewing— 
Fire, cattle pest, then fire again.” 


With such dismal stories the driver 
Regaled me along the night road: 
In Radovo I had decided 

To rest for a while and lie low. 


316 


Bonua MHe BCiO J yWly H3'besa. 
3a 4eH-TO Uy*KOM HHTepec 
Crpensajl a B MHe 6)IM3KOe TesIO 
Vs rpyybro Ha Opata Je3. 

A NOHAI, YTO A — MIpylkKa, 

B TbIJYy Ke KyMLUbI ja 3HaTh, 

V1, TBepfO NPOCTHBLIMCh C NylWiKaMy, 
Pew IMUb B CTHXax BOCBATb. 
A OpOcu MOIO BHHTOBKY, 
Kynusi ce6e «uny»!, 4 BOT 

C TaKOr0-TO NOMPTOTOBKOHK 

A BcTpeTH 17-H Fog. 


CBo6oj{a B3METHYaCb HEHCTOBO, 
V1 B pO30B0-CMpaqHOM OrHe 
Torga Ha, CTpaHOro KaJIM@cTBOBaJI 
KepeHCKHH Ha 6eJ10M KOHE. 
Bowna «JO KOH a», «<O no6eybI». 
Vi Ty Ke CepMaAXKHY!O paTb 
TIpoxBoctbi 4 WapMoepbl 
CroHAM Ha PpOHT yMHparTE. 

Ho Bce Ke He B3AJI A WIMary... 
IIo, rpoxoT 4 peB MOpTHp 
pyryro ABU A OTBary — 

Bb Ne€pBbIM B CTpaHe Ae3epTup. 
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Ajopora JOBOJIbHO xopolaa, 

JI pHaTHasd xylayjHad 3BeHb. 

JIyHa 3010TOIO NOpOLero 
Ocbinasia asib JJEepeBeHb. 

«Hy, BOT OHO, Hale Payjoso, — 
II pomoyBuJ1 BO3HULa, — 

3yecp! 

HeyapoM & OWayy BKJIaqbiBall 
3a HOpPOB ee H CIecb. 

[lo3B0ub, rpaxkqaHuH, Ha Yanko. 


1 «JIuna» — nNOsNOKHbIK AOKyMeHT. — Tipu. C, Ecenuna. 
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The war had quite eaten my heart out. 
For other men’s gain and delight 

I'd shot at my own blood brothers 
And killed them in hand-to-hand fight. 
I’d been just a pawn the merchants 
And nobles had fooled all along. 

I swore not with guns but with verses 
I’d wage battle from now on. 

I threw down my rifle, provided 
Myself with a set of false docs, 

And there was I—ready for nineteen 
Seventeen with its turmoil and shocks. 


Up freedom sprang, furiously raging. 
Through gun smoke streaked with fire 
Upon a white horse like a caliph 

Came riding Kerensky Esquire. 

It was war “‘to the finish’, “‘to victory”. 
And still the same peasant tribe 

Were driven by scoundrels and lickspits 
Into frontline trenches to die. 

Well, I didn’t reach out for my sabre... 
As mortar bombs burst into flame 

I found other ways to show bravery— 
The first to desert I became. 


The road’s quite a good one, the tingling 
Night air 1s agreeably chill. 

The moon with gold powder is sprinkling 
The village that clings to the hill. 

“Well, here it is, this is Radovo,” 

The driver announced. 

“We're there! 

We've made it in good time, haven’t we? 
I drove the horse hard for the fare. 
You'll not grudge a tip, will you, mister? 
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Bam K M@JIbHHKy Hajo? 

Tak BOH!.. 

A Tpe6yro c Bac 6e3 H3IMLWUIKa 
3a asIbHHM TaKOM MporoH». 


Jato COpOKOBKy. 

«Maio!» 

Jaro elle Bayar. 

«Het!» 

TakKOW OTBPaTHTeJIbHbIM MaJIbIH. 
A MaJIOMy TpHAlaTb Jer. 

«Ja 4TO XK TbI? 

Vimeellb JIM Ayury? 

3a UTO TbI C MECHA rpebelib?» 
Vi MuHe OTBe4aeT Ty: 
«CeroquaA 11OXawA POxb. 
Jfapante ellie He3BOHKHX 
TlecATOK MWjib WITYYeK WeCcTh — 
A BbIMbIO B WIMHKe CaMOrOHKH 
3a Ballle 3(OPOBbe H YECTH...» 
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Vi BOT A Ha MEJIBHHLE... 
EjJIbHHK 

OcbilaH CBEYbMH CBETJIAKOB. 
OT payocTH cTapbIM MeJIbBHHK 
He MOX€T CKa3aTb JBYX CJIOB: 
«Poy6unk! Ja Thi 1H? 
Cepryxa! 

O36, yan? Tloqu npogpor? 
/Ja cTaBb TBI CKOpee, cTapyxa, 
Ha cto camosap XH mupor! » 


B alpeye npo3s6HyTb TpyHO, 
Oco6eHHO Tak B KOHUe. 

bbl Beyep 3a YMUMBO YyHbIN, 
Kak J py>kbs ybl6Ka B JIN. 
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The miller’s, you said? 

There it is!... 

I’m not asking anything extra 
For a journey as long as this.” 


I paid forty roubles. 

“You're joking!’” 

Then twenty more. 

“Still won’t do!” 

Indeed, a repulsive fellow, 

And barely turned thirty, too. . 
‘Hey, have you no conscience?”’ I asked him. 
‘You're wanting to fleece me, why?” 
He said without shifting his carcass: 
‘We had a bad crop of rye. 

And that’s why I tell you to give me 
Ten more or, well, six, if you think — 
And later tonight in raw spirit 

Your very good health I'll drink...” 
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Now I’m at the mill... 

The fir grove 

With glow-worms is candle-bright. 
The old miller can’t get a word out, 
He’s overcome with delight: 

‘Sergei, my dear fellow! Tea, maybe, 
To thaw you out? What a surprise! 
Come, wife, let’s have on the table 
The samovar and some pies!”’ 


It’s not a bone-freezer is April, 
Especially at the month-end. 
The fine pensive dusk resembled 
The smiling face of a friend. 
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OOBbATHA MeJIbHHKa KpyTHI, 
OT HHX 3apeBeT HM ME]IBEDIb, 
Ho Bce xe B NNIOXHe MHHYTHI 
TIpHaATHO Jpy3en MMeTp. 


«OtTkyna? Hanonro 1H?» 

«Ha roy». 

«Hy, 3Ha4uT, ApyxKHlle, ryan! 
Cum JIeTOM rpH6os XH arog 

Y Hac XOTb B MOcKBy OTOaBIJIAN. 
V1 auun 37ecb, Opatell, 7o yepta, 
Cama Tak Noy Nopox H mper. 
[IoqyMaw Bej{b TOJIBKO... 
UernepToin 

Te6a He BHaJIM MbI Foy...» 


Beceya OKOHYUEHA... 

UnHHO 

MBI BBIMHJIN BECh CaMOBap. 
IIlo-cTapomy c wIy60K OBYMHHOK 
May « Ha CBOM CeHOBaI. 

May 4 pa3pociuiMMcs CajjoM, 
JIHMWO 3af}eBaeT CHpeHb. 

TaK MHJI MOMM BCIIbIXHYBUIMM B3rJId aM 
CocTapHBUIMMCA MyleTeHb. 
Korjla-To y TOM BOH KaJIHTKH 
Mhe 6bI0 WecTHaWaTb JIeT, 

Vs pepylika B Geo HakyyKe 
Cka3ajla MHe JIacKOBO: «Hert! » 
janekne, MuJIble ObIIN. 

ToT o6pa3 BO MHE He yrac... 
MBI BCE B ITH TOPbI JOON, 
Ho MajJio JIKOOMIJIM Hac, 
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«Hy uTo xe! Bcrapan, Cepryiuia! 
Ee u 3apa He Tekua, 
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The miller had strong embraces— 
A bear would how] in their squeeze. 
But any friend is a comfort 

In times as troubled as these. 


‘‘Where have you been? Are you staying 
For long?” ‘‘For a year.” 

“Fine!” he cried. 

‘The berries and mushrooms this summer 
Could keep all Moscow supplied. 

There’s wild fowl here in plenty, 

No need to aim—birds flock past. 

Come to think of it, it’s already 

Four years 

Since we saw you last...” 


The talking was over... 

Duly 

We drank a whole samovar dry. 

As of old with a sheepskin overcoat 

To the hayloft I retired. 

I passed through the overgrown orchard, 
A lilac bough brushed against 

My cheek, sweet memories were brought back 
By the sight of the tumbledown fence. 

It was here by that very gate standing 
That a lad of sixteen or so 

Heard a girl in a snow-white mantle 

In accents caressing say no. 

Those dear long-gone years! Her image is 
As bright now as ever it was... 

So much love we had then for others, 

But others had little for us. 
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‘Come on, Sergei! Time you were rising! 
My missus was up before dawn 
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Crapyxa 3a MMJIYrO AyLy 
Onylaybes Te6e Hamekyia. 

A camM-TO cenyac yeny 

K nomeujnue CHeruHon... 
Br 

Buepa HactTpesan «1 K OOeny 
IIpekpacHenuinx jynenen». 


IIpupet Te6e, 2*KH3HH JeHHHIa! 
Bctato, OJeBatlocb, My. 
J{bIMKOM OT]aeT pocAHHLa 

Ha a6n0Hax Oenbix B Cally. 

A yMaro: 

Kak lpekpacua 

SemiA 

Vs Ha Hex YesIOBeK. 

Vs CKOJIbKO C BOMHOM HECUaCTHbIX 
Y poyos Tenepb H Kasiek! 

V1 CKOJIBKO .3apbITO B AMax! 

V1 CKOJIbKO 3aporoT elle! 

Vs 4yBCTBY!O B CKy1ax yIIpAMbIx 
JKECTOKYFO CyfOpry IeK. 


Hert, Het! 

He nonyy HaBeku! 

3a TO, UTO KaKac-TO Mpa3b 
Bpocaet conjaty-Kayieke 
I]ATak HJIH TPHBeEHHHK B rpx3b. 


«Hy, qo6poe ytpo, crapyxa! 

TbI YTO-TO HEMHOPO Cjlasia...» 

V1 CbILYy CKBO3b Kaleb ryryxo: 
«Jena OWOeM, Wesa. 

yY Hac 3]}eCb TeNepb HECNOKOHHO. 
VicnapuHOon BCe 3al[Besi0, 
CIJIOWWHbIe My KHUK He BOMHbI — 
TlepytTca CesIOM Ha Cevio, 

Cama A CBOMMH yluaMH 
Cybixayia OT NpHxO2KaH: 

To payqosles ObroT KpHylWaHe, 
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And fritters galore she’s been frying 
The cockles of your heart to warn. 
I’m off now to call on Snegina 

The landowner... 

Yesterday 

I shot her a brace of splendid 
Young snipe and I mustn’t delay.” 


Hail to you, star of life’s dawning! 

I rise, dress, and off I go. 

A fine mist of dew in the orchard 
Shrouds the apple-trees, white as snow. 
I think to myself: 

How splendid 

Is the Earth 

And her tenant—mankind! 

And how many war-scarred wretches 
Come home now crippled and blind! 
How many in graves lie buried 

And how many more shall die! 

I felt my jaw tighten with fury 

And a red fog cloud my eye. 


No, no! 

I shall never accept this— 

That scum, condescendingly smug, 
Shall throw me, a crippled war veteran, 
A copper or two in the mud. 


“Good morning to you there, good woman! 
A little off colour?’ She frowned 

And, coughing, she commented dully: 
“It’s work, son, that’s getting me down. 
We've no peace here, all’s in disorder, 
The men blowing hot and then cold, 
The villages everywhere warring, 

The peasants at each other’s throats. 
There isn’t a day that passes 

Without news of some attack: 

Today Radovo goes and bashes them, 
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TO paqOBIbI ObIOT KpHylan. 

A BCe 3TO, 3HaYHMT, OE3BIACThe. 
II porHasn aps... 

Tak BOT... 

IIlocbmaJInCcb Bce HamacTu 

Ha Halll Hepa3yMHBIM Hapoj.. 
OTKpbIJIN 344€M-TO OCTPOrH, 
3y7ofees MYCTHIIM JIMXHX, 

Tenepb Ha 6ONbLUIOK BOpore 
TIoKoro He 3Hak OT HMX. 

Bot Toxe, qonyctum... C Kpnyuin... 
V1 x Hy>kHO 6 B TIOpbMy 3a TIOPbMOH, 
OHM X, BOPOBCKHe AYN, 
BepHyJINCb ONATbh JOMOH. 

Y Hux TaM ecTb IIpon Orno6nH, 
ByJIMbDKHMK, JpauyH, rpyOuau. 
OH BeYHO Ha BCeXx O306J1EH, 

C yTpa no HeyjeaM MAH. 

Vs Harjo B TpeTbeBOM rope, 
Koryga OO bABHIN BOHHY, 

IIpv BcemM 4eCTHOM Hapoje 

YOu TONOpOM CTapuuinHy. 

TaKHXx Tenlepb ThICAYH CTaJIO 
TBOpHTb Ha CBOOOse FHyCb. 
IIponana Paces, mponaua... 
Tloru6na kKopMusmua Pyc...» 


4A BCIIOMHHJ paccKa3 BO3HHLbI 
V1, 8388 CBOIO LUIJIANY M TPOCTh, 
Tlowien MyXXHKaM NOKJIOHHTECA, 
Kak CTapbIM 3HaKOMBIM HM TFOcTh, 


+ 


May rony6oro AOpoxkKon 

Vs Buxy — HaBCTpeuy MHe 
HecetTca MOM MeJIbHHK Ha J poxKKax 
Ilo pbixy0n ene WesHHe. 
«Cepryxa! 3a MHJIyro Ayury! 
IIocTon, 1 Te6e paccKkaxy! 
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Tomorrow Kriusha hits back. 

It adds up to lawlessness, doesn’t it? 
They drove out the Tsar... 

Now look there... 

There isn’t a single misfortune 

Our foolish folk have been spared. 

They opened the jails for some reason 
And let the wild criminals out. 

Good folk cannot travel in peace on 
The high road with such men about. 
They freed that lot too... from Kriusha... 
What they need is a good long stretch, 
But that bunch of rogues, thieves and ruffians 
Are now back at home like the rest. 
There’s one of them called Pron Ogloblin, 
A ruffian, a chap who has sunk 

To endless brawling and squabbling, 
And for weeks at a time he’s drunk. 

Just three years ago, quite brazenly— 
The great war had started too— 

In full view of everyone, crazily 

With an axe the head man he slew. 
There are thousands like him, no better, 
Who are free to commit abuse. 

Russia has gone to the devil... 

It’s done for, is old mother Russ...” 


What the driver had said, I remembered, 
So taking a stick and my hat 

I went off to doff it to the peasants, 

As a friend dropping in for a chat. 
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On down the blue footpath strolling 

I saw someone coming full tilt— 

My miller in his droshky bowling 
Towards me across open fields. 

‘Sergei, my dear chap! Stop, it’s vital! 
There’s something you simply must know. 
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Cenuyac! Jan nompaBuTb BOxKXxy, 
IIotom 4 Te6a Orsioylly. 

Yero x TbI MH€ YTPOM HH CJIOBa? 
Xl CHerHubIM Tak H Opak: 

[]pHexay KO MHe, MOJ, BeECeJIbIN 
OHH MOJIONON Yy pak. 

(OHM KO MHE O4CHb XKCAHHBI, 

A 3Hato MX ECATH JET.) 

A O4b HX 3€My2KHAA AHHa 
Crpocuiaa: 

— He Tor wn, nostT? 

— Hy, 4a — rospopto, — OH CaMbIM. 
— BjIOH,HH? 

— Hy, KoHe4HO, ONOHAHH! 

— C KyJpsABbIMH BOIOCaMH? 

— 3a6aBHbIM TaKOH rocnoyHH! 

— Korja OH npHexan? 

— HejyaBuo. 

— Ax, MaMOuka, 3TO OH! 

TbI 3Ha€llb. 

OH 6bIJI 3a6aBHO 

Korya-TOo B Me€HA BIIFOOJIEH. 

BbIJI CKPOMHBIM TaKOM MaJIBUMWIKa, 
A HBIHUYE... 

TIO, X THI... 

Bot... 

IIucateup... 

VM3BeCTHaA WIHMUKAa... 

be3 Mpocn6sbl yx K HaM HE IIpHyerT». 


Vi MeJIbHHK, Kak OyATO c noGbehI, 
JIykaBo npuinypHa rua3: 

«Hy, maqHo! IIpoujan 70 o6eza! 
Tpyroe clepxy mpo 3anac», 


A wes m0 WOpore B Kpxryury 

Vs Tpocrsto cuiMOall 3eJ1eHA. 
HuyTo He MpoOOuJIOCb MHE B Jylly, 
H¥YTO He CMyTHJIO MeHA. 
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Just wait while I sort out the bridle. 

I'll tell you and then you can go. 

Why didn’t you warn me this moming 

At Snegina’s to shut my trap? 

‘T’ve got a young joker staying with me,’ 
I told them, ‘an odd sort of chap.’ 
(They’ve always been very agreeable 

To me—why, I’ve known them ten years.) 
And their daughter Anna, who’s married, 
Asked: 

‘Is it the poet who’s here?’ 

“Yes, itis,’ I replied, ‘that’s the fellow.’ 
“He’s fair-haired?’ 

‘As fair as they come!’ 

‘With locks running riot, all curly?’ 

‘Why, yes, he’s a funny one!’ 

“When did he get here?’ 

‘Quite recently.’ 

‘I say, mummy dear, it’s him! 

He was once in love so amusingly 

With me— 

How his eyes would swim! 

He was young then, meek and innocent, 
But now... 

Can it really be true? 
He’s a writer... 

Of fame... 

He’ll not visit us 

Unless we first ask him to.’ ”’ 

As if scoring a triumph, the miller 
Slyly screwed up his eyes and observed: 
“Very well! We’ll expect you for dinner. 
And the rest I shall keep in reserve.” 


I followed the road to Kriusha, 

Took swipes at green corn by the verge. 
At heart there was nothing stirring 

And by nothing was I disturbed. 
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CTpyHMcad 3anaxh CylaqKo, 

V1 B MbICAX Ob] NbAHbIN TYMAH... 
Tenepb 6bI Cc KpacHBOK COJJaTKON 
3aBeCTb XOPOWIO poMaH. 


Ho Bort uw Kpnyuia... 

Tpx roya 

He 3peJI 4 3HAKOMBIX KpbIII. 
Cupenesas noroya 

CupeHbio OOppbi3rasia THU. 

He cyubuuHo coOaubero Jaa, 
3ecb Heuero, BHHO, CTepeyb — 
Y Kaxkyoro xaTa rHuyias, 

A B xaTe yxBaTBI Ja Me4b. 
[aKy, Ha Kpblible y []pona 
TopslacTbIn MyXKHUKHM raJijex. 
TOKYy!0T O HOBBIX 3aKOHAX, 

O WeHax Ha CKOT H pO>KB. 
«3MOpOBoO, Apy3b2! » 

«3, OXOTHHK! 

3HOpoBo, 30poBo! 

Canc! 

Tlocnywiat-Ka Thi, 6e33a60THHK, 
II po Hallly KPeCTbAHCKYFO XKKCTB, 
OTo HoBoro B [THTepe CJIbILUIHO? 
C MHHUCTpaMi, YaH, Befb 3HAKOM? 
Heyapom, €puT TBO! B AIO, 
BocnuTau Thi ObIJI KyJIaKOM. 

Ho Bce % MbI TeOa HE NOpOUMM. 
TbI — CBOMCKHH, MyXKHUKHH, Halll, 
baxBasIMWUIbCA CaBOM He OUCHb 
V1 scepyue cBoe He Mpoyaullb. 
bbiBasl ThI K HaM 30PKHM H pbAHBIM, 
Ce6aA BbIHMMaJ Ha MCNON... 
Ckaxu: 

OTOMAYT JIM KpecTbAHaM 

be3 BbIKylla MalHH rocnoy? 
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My thoughts reeled in a drunken stupour, 
Such heady sweet scents filled the air... 
How nice with a soldier’s grass widow 
To start up a passionate affair! 


+ 


Well, here is Kriusha... 

For three years 

These old roofs I haven’t seen. 

The lilac weather has dappled 

With lilac the silent scene. 

You can’t hear a barking dog here. 
There’s nothing to guard, I suppose. 
Each has just a tumbledown cottage, 
A long oven fork and a stove. 

On Pron’s porch there’s loud debating. 
A peasant gathering I spy. 

They’re talking of new legislation, 

The price cattle fetch, and rye. 

“Hello, friends!” 

‘Hello there, hunter! 

Hello! How-d’ye-do! 

Take a seat! 

Come hear how we live in the country, 
You lazybones, kicking your feet! 
What’s the latest news in the capital? 
You know a minister or two? 

You surely must know what’s happening — 
You mix with the well-to-do. 

But we won’t hold that against you— 
From our own village you hail. 

You don’t go boasting you’re famous 
And your heart isn’t up for sale. 

You were ever a sharp-eyed fellow, 
You know our life well... 

So now Say: 

Will the land be tumed over to us peasants 
Without any fees to pay? 
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KpuuatT HaM, 

UTO 3€MJIFO HE TPOHETe, 
Euye He HacTaJl, MOJI, MHI. 
3a 4TO Ke Tora Ha PpouTe 
Mbprry6um ce6a H pyrux?» 


Vi KaxKgbin Cc yIbIOKOM yrproMon 
CMOTpeJI MHE B JIMI{O HB ryia3a, 
A 4, OTATUCHHBIM JYMOH, 

He mor HH4YEPLO CKa3aTb, 
[po>KaJIM, KauvaJIMCb CTYNeHH, 
Ho NOMHIO 

IIo, 3BOH rouOBbI: 

«CkKaxH, 

KtTo Taxoe JIeHHH?» 

Sl TuxO OTBETHI: 

«OH — BbI», 
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Ha KopToyKax NoJisaJIM CALyXxH, 
Cy Mum, pemasn, wena, 

Vs «A OT MOeM CTapyxu 
JocTaTOyuHo Hx nowyuad. 


OjHa>xK]bI, BEpHYBLUMCh C TATH, 
A er nof{pemMaTs Ha MBaH, 
Pa3HOCUMK OOJIOTHOM Bary, 
Meu Npo3HOOu TyMaH. 
TpsxCdO MeHd, Kak B JIMXOpayke, 
bpocayo To B XONOf, TO B Kap, 
V1 B 9TOM NPOKJIATOM pHnayKke 
Yetpipe 4 WHA NposexKali. 


Mow MeJIBHHK C yMa, 3HaTb, CIATHII. 
Iloexad, 

Koro-To NpHBe3... 

A BUYes Iwub S6emo0e nNaTHe 

Jia ueh-TO NPHB3AepHyTHIM HOC. 
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‘Keep your hands off?’— 

The government roar at us 

And tell us to bide our time. 

Then what were we fighting the war for 
And perishing in the front line?”’ 


And each of them smiling sullenly 
Looked searchingly straight in my eye, 
While I with a heavy heart wondered 
And nothing could say in reply. 

My head buzzed, the porch steps were trembling, 
This question of theirs though 

Came through: 

‘What sort of a person 

Is Lenin?” 

I softly replied: 

‘He is you!”’ 
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Rumours circulating furtively 

Were debated in whispers low. 
My old woman reported 

As much as I wished to know. 


One day I got back from hunting 
And lay on the couch to doze. 

I was chilled to the very marrow 
By the mist that from marshes rose. 
I began to shake in a fever 

With limbs ice-cold or ablaze, 

And in that accursed condition 

I lay for a solid four days. 


My miller went off his rocker. 
Away to fetch someone 

He drove... 

I caught a glimpse ofa pretty frock 
In white and a turned-up nose. 
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IIoToM, Korjja cTano serye, 
Korya npekpaTusiacb TPAC, 
Ha Marple cyTKH Moy Beyep 
IIpoctyfja Mos ysiersacn. 

HA Bctadi. 

V1 JIMIIb TOJIbKO NONa 
KocnyJIca qpoxaljen HOroH, 
YCJIbIWMIAII A TOJIOC BECEJIBIN: 
«A! 

3ypaBcTByHTe, MOM FOporon! 
J{aBHe€HbKO & Bac HE Bama. 
Tenepb 43 peOaueckHx eT 
X1 BaxkHad lama CTalia, 

A BbI — 3HaMeCHHTBIM MOST. 


Hy, cayem. 

I] pouina 1uxopayka? 

Kakou BBbI Telepb He TaKOH! 
A aoxKe B3fOxHyJla yKpay{KOH, 
KOCHYBUIMCb JO Bac pyKON. 
Tfa... 

He BepuHyTb, 4TO OBO. 

Bce roybi 6eryT B BOOeM. 
Korya-To A O4eHb OONIIAa 
CuJeTb y KaJIMTKH BABOeM. 
MBI BMECTe MeUTAJIN O CIABE... 
V1 BbI yroquJi B NpHwed, 
Mena xe po 9TO 3aCTaBHI 
3a6bITb MONOZOK O*ULep...» 


A Cilyluasl €€ MH HEBOJIBHO 
OrsAbIBall CTPOMHbIM JIMK. 
XOTeJIOCh CKa3aTB: 
«]TOBOJIbHO! 

HanriyemrTe Apyron a3bIK! » 
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Then later, when I felt better 

And the state of high fever had passed 
After five days in bed, one evening 

I was rid of my chill at last. 

I rose 

And had just stepped warily 

On the floorboards when what did I hear 
But a voice calling out to me merrily: 
“So there you are! 

Greetings, my dear! 

It’s quite a time since I saw you, 

And girlhood I’ve long outgrown 

To become a sedate married woman, 
And you now a poet of renown. 


““Let’s sit down. 

It’s gone, has the fever? 

What a different person you are! 

I couldn’t help myself heaving 

A sigh when I touched your arm. 
Yes... 

The past has indeed gone forever. 
The years fly and time doesn’t wait. 
Once nothing gave me more pleasure 
Than sitting with you by the gate. 
We dreamed of the fame life would offer us... 
For you things have tumed out fine, 
But as for myself a young officer 
Drove all that out of my mind...” 


Listening, I couldn’t help noting 
Her neat features, clearly defined. 
I wanted to say: 

‘“‘That’s enough of that! 

Some other subject let’s find!” 
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Ho nouvemy-To, He 3Halko, 
CMYIUCHHO CKa3aJI HEBNONay: 
«Ta... a... 

S{ cewuac BCIOMMHab... 
CajIMTeCh, 

A OueHs pal. 

Xl BaM MpOunTato HEMHOTO 
CTUXH 

IIpo kaOalikyro Pycs... 
OrTyesaHO YeTKO HM CTpOroO. 
IIo uyBcTBy — UbIraHcKas rpycTb». 
«Cepren! 

Bbl TakKOW HEXOPOLIHH. 

MHe XalJIko, 

OONHO MHe, 

UTo MbaAHbIe Balu WeOOUWMH 
VM13BeCTHbI NO BCeM CTpaHe, 

Ck axkuTe: 

UTo C BaMM#. CJIY4MJIOCh?» 

«He 3Hato». 

«KOMY Ke 3HaTbh?» 

«HaBepHo, B OC€HHIOKO CbIPOCTh 
Menai poyvaia MOA MaTb». 
«LTYTHHK BHI...» 

«Bbi TOKe, AHHa», 
«Koro-HHM6yib JIKOOUTe?» 
«Hert». 

«Torjya ene 6o1Iee CTpaHHO 
['yOuTb ce6a c STHX JeT: 

IIpeyq Bamu Takaa Aopora...» 


Crymjaylacbh, TyMaHWJlaCb [aJib... 
He 3Hab, 3a4eM A Tporas 
Tlepuatku ee XH Wain. 

JlyHa xOxoTayla, KaK KJIOYH. 

V1 B Cepglle xOTb Mpe>xKHEro HET, 


Ilo-cTpaHHOMy Obl « MOJIOH 
HanJIbIBOM WeCTHaylaTH JIeT. 
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But, feeling a little embarrassed, 

I could do no more than repeat: 

SPY CSi5. VESz 2: 

Why, of course, I remember... 

It’s a pleasure, 

Do please take a seat. 

I’ve some verses 

Td like to read you 

About Russian tavern life... 

They're turned very neatly, with feeling — 
Heart-breaking in gypsy style.” 

‘Sergei! 

You behave so awfully! 

It saddens me, 

It’s a shame 

That news of your drunken debaucheries 
Is giving you such a bad name. 

Why, tell me!”’ 

‘Don’t know what’s the matter.” 
“Then nobody knows 

On earth.” 

‘‘T guess the weather was wetter 

Than it should have been at my birth.” 
‘You make it a joke...” 

“Why not, Anna?” 

‘Ts there someone you're in love with?” 
“No.” 

‘“Then indeed I can’t understand why 
You should work your own ruin so: 
Such a splendid future beckons...”’ 


Night shadows began to fall... 
I don’t know why, but I gently 
Fingered her gloves and shawl. 


Like a clown the moon was guffawing. 

And though my heart had changed, I started to feel 
Myself strangely caught in the vortex 

I’d known as a lad of sixteen. 
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PaccTaJIMCb MbI c Hew Ha paccBeTe 
C 3ara] KOM J[BH>KeHME MU ya3... 


Ectb UTO-TO IpeKpacHoe B sJIeTe, 
A C JIETOM IIpeKpacHoe B Hac, 


+ 


Moku MCJIBHHK... 
Ox, 3TOT MEJIbBHHK! 
C yMa MeHA CBOJIMT OH. 
YCTPOWI BOJBIHKY, Oe3esbHHK, 
VI GeraeT Kak NOUTAJIBOH. 
CerojqHA ONATh C 3alMMCKON, 
Kak 6YATO ObI KTO-TO BJIFOGJICH: 
«I]puyaute. 
BbI CaMbIM OM3KHH. 
C j1000BbI0 

Orno6n7uH IIpon»., 
VHny. 
IIpuxoxy B Kpnyluly. 
Orno6JIHH CTOUT y BOPOT 
Vc imbany B NeYeHKH HB AYLIy 
KoctTut OOHMMWasIbIn Hapog. 
«Oi, Bb!! 
TapakKaHbe OTpoppe! 
Bce kK CHernHon!.. 
P-pa3 H KBac! 
Jlaewib, MOI, TBOM yYrOqbA 
Bbe3 BCAKOrO BbIKyma c Hac!» 
Vs TyT >Ke, MCHA 3aBH AA, 
CHHDKasd CBapJIMBy!O MNpbITb, 
Cka3aJI B HENOANTeENbHOR OOuTe: 
«KpecTbAH elle HyXHO BapHTb». 


«3ayeM TbI N03Bas MeHA, [Ipousa?» 
« KOHEYHO, HH KaTb, HH KOCHTB. 
Cenyac «A qocTaHy JIOWAayb 

Vk CHeruHon... BMECTE... 
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We parted at dawn—every movement 
And glance was mysterious... 


There is something fine about summer 
That brings out the best in us. 


+ 


That miller of mine... 
Oh, that miller! 
He’s up to some tricks, I'll be bound. 
The scoundrel ts driving me silly. 
Like a postman, he’s running around. 
Today he appears with a message 
Of the kind lovers dote upon: 
‘‘Please Come, 
There’s no dearer fellow 
Than you, 
Love, Ogloblin Pron.” 
I set off on foot, 
Reach Kriusha. 
Ogloblin stands there by the gate, 
In a frenzy, with scathing fury 
The beggarly folk he berates. 
“Come on, 
You cockroach progeny, 
All to Snegina’s... 
Without more fuss! 
We'll tell her: ‘Hand over your property 
With no compensation from us!’ ” 
He saw me and straightaway abating 
The torrent of hearty abuse 
Remarked with unfeigned indignation: 
‘The peasants still need to be pushed.” 


“Why, Pron, did you want to see me?” 
“Not to reap or mow, of course. 

Let’s go to Snegina’s... together... 

And talk to her... 
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IIpocntp...» 

V1 BOT 3anpaAryin HaM KJIAUY. 

B ormo6y1ax MOCWacTacA WIKeETh — 
TakKux OT7a10T C npyyayen, 

YT06 TOJIbKO CaMMM HE MMETB. 
MBI exaJIM MCJIKHM arom, 

V1 nytTb Hac CMe Mt 31M: 

B nojybemax 110 BCeM OBparaM 
Tenery MbI CaMH Be3JIH. 


IIpuexasn. 

JiomM C M€30HHHOM 

Hemuoro mpucei Ha cbacag. 
Bonuyrouse NaxHeT 2KaCMHHOM 
[IneTHeBbIM ero Namncag. 
Cyre3aem. 

TloqxoyquM kK Teppace 

V1, bib OTPAxasd C He, 

O 4beM-TO MocIeqHeM Yace 
113 rOpHHUbI CIbILUMM peyBb: 
«Pbyjav — He pbiyjanh, — He Nomora... 
Tenepb OH XOJIOMHbIM Tpyni... 
Tam KTO-TO CTYYUMT y Mopora. 
IIpunyapncp... 

TIlonpy oronpy...» 


Tje6enaa rpycrHas fama 
OTKHHy1a JOOpbIM 3acos. 

V1 II pou mon en 6pxkHyJ1 MpAMO 
IIpo 3emJIr0, 

be3 BCAKHX CJIOB, 

«OTyan!.. — 

[IopTtopsn OH riyxo, — 

He Horn  Te6e WemOBaTP! » 


Kak 6yTO 6€3 MBICJIN M CyIyxa 
Oua NIpHHyMasia COB. 

[IOTOM B pa3roBOpHy!o OYepeyb 
Cnpocnisia MeHA 
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I'll get a horse.” 

An old jade was put into harness— 

Skin and bones between the shafts. 

You must give extra into the bargain 

To get such a hack off your hands. 

At a slow pace we proceeded 

And the laugh was on us from the start— 
There wasn’t an incline but we did 
Ourselves have to pull the cart. 


We arrived. 

A house with an attic 

Slightly sagging from subsidence, 

And a strong heady scent of jasmine 
From behind the high wattle fence. 

We got down, 

Made for the terrace 

And, shaking the dust off our backs, 
Heard a voice indoor referring 

To someone who'd breathed his last: 
‘‘There’s no point endlessly mourning... 
He’s dead now, as chill as can be... 
There’s someone knocking at the door there... 
So powder your nose... 

I'll go see...” 


A corpulent sad-looking lady 

Had drawn back the solid door-bolt. 
My companion Pron spoke straightaway 
Of the land 

With a rasp in his throat. 

“Hand it overt...” 

He kept on muttering, 

‘“T won’t bend my knees to you!” 


She took in the words he uttered 

As if they’d no meaning she knew, 
Then turned to me, making normal 
Conversation, though rigid with fear, 
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CKBO3b XKYTB: 

«A BbI, BEDOATHO, K JOYeEPH? 
IIpucagpte... 

Cemyac fo0xy...» 


Tenepb A OTYCTIHBO NOMHIO 
Tex JJHEH POKOBOE KOJIBI[O, 

Ho 6bII0 COBCeM He JIerKO MHEe 
YBHIETh €e JIMUO. 

A nonsan — 

Cry4nocb rope, 

VM smowya xoTey! MOMOUB, 
«Y6unmK... YOu bopvw... 
OcraBpTe! 

YwuANTe npoy! 

Bbl — KaJIKHM WM HW3KHM TPyCcHukKa. 
OH yMep... 

A BbI BOT 3)I€Cb...» 


Het, 9TO yk ObIJIO CJIMILIKOM. 
He BCAKHHM pox eH NepeHecrts, 
Kak A3BbI, CTbIJACh ONNeyXxH, 
A TI pony OTBeTHII Tak: 
«CerofHA OHH HE B JyXe... 
IIoeqem-ka, IIpou, B ka6ak...» 
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Bce JIeTO IIpOBeJI A B OXOTE. 
3a6blJI ee MMA UH JIMK. 

O6nyy MOrO 

Ha 60n70Te 

OnlakaJl p bIjaJIbUMK-KyJIHK. 


Beja Haliia pOqWHa KpoTKasv 
B ,)pepecHyto WBeTeHb HM COU, 
Vs netTo Takoe KOpoTkKoe, 

Kak MaHCKaa TeliJlaw HOUB. 
3apa xonofHen HW Oarposen. 
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Said: 

‘‘And you wish to see my daughter? 
Be seated... 

I'll tell her you’re here...” 


I still now distinctly remember 

The fatal coil of those days. 

But it wasn’t by any means easy 

For me to observe her face. 

I gathered 

Woe had befallen her. 

I wished to help if I might. 

‘They killed him, they killed my Boris... 
Don’t touch me! 

Get out of my sight! 

You’re a mean, contemptible coward. 
He’s dead... 

Why aren’t you out there...”’ 


Now that, making all allowances, 

Is more than a fellow can bear. 

From her slap in the face I was smarting 
And to Pron I said: “‘It’s no use! 

Today they’re in no mood for talking... 
Come on, Pron, let’s go on a booze...” 
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I spent the whole summer hunting. 

Her name and her face dim had grown. 
The plaintive snipe 

Out in the marshes 

Lamented the snub I had known. 


How humble our dear poor land 1s, 
Even when all blossoms in sight! 
How swiftly each summer passes, 
Like a warm snug May-month night! 
The dawns are cooler and redder, 
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TyMaH lIpHnayaeT HH. 
Y Ke B OOJIeTeEBLUIEH TYOpoBe 
Pa3HOCHTCA 3BOH CHHHL,. 


MOW# MeJIbBHHK BOBCIO yJIbIOaeTCca, 
Kakas-TO BeCeJIOCTh B HEM. 
«Tenepb Mbl, Cepryxa, 10 3anljaM 
3a MHJy!0 AyWy nasibHeM! » 

A pay HM OxoTe... 

Koub HeyeM 

Pa3BesxTb TOCKY H COH. 

CeroytHaA KO MHE 107] Beyep, 

Kak Mecal, BKaTusica IIpon. 
«py xnue! 

C BeJIMKMM CYacTbeM! 

HactaJl ooKngaeMbIn Yac! 
IIpHBeTCcTBy!O C HOBOH B1acTbIO! 
Tenepb MbI Bcex p-pa3 — H KBac! 
be3 BcAKOrO BbIKylla c WeTa 

Mb! nauiHH Gepem H seca. 

B Poccnu Tenepb Copertsl 

VY Jlen“H — cTapuion KOMMUCccap. 
py «nue! 

Bot 3TO HOMep! 

BOT 9TO NOUHH Tak NOYHH. 

Ac pagocTu uyTb He Nomep, 

A 6paT MOM B LITaHbI HaMOYMII. 
Ejgpy >K TBOYO B Oa6ylIKy NJIKOHYTD! 
[1aqv, routyOapb, Becesen! 

A NepBbIM ceHuac Ke KOMMYHY 

Y CTPO!0 B CBOeM celle», 


Y I[pona 65171 Opat JIa6yra, 
MyXHK — 4TO TBOM NATHIN Ty3: 
IIpH BcAKOM ONlaCHOH MHHYTEe 
XBaJIBOMWIKa HW J bABOJIBCKMM Tpyc. 
Taknx BbI, KOHCYUHO, BH aJIn. 

Mx pok 60/TOBHeM Harpayun. 
HocwJi OH WBe OesmbIxX MeyaJIn 

C aATIOHCKOM BOMHDI Ha rpy Du. 
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The mist lies close to the ground, 
In the oak groves, already shedding 
Their leaves, the tomtits resound. 


All smiles my miller is every day, 
He’s seething with merriment. 
“Come, dear Sergei, let’s blaze away 
At hares to our heart’s content!”’ 

I'l! gladly hunt too... 

When there’s nothing 

To drive sleep and heartache away. 
Like a full moon Pron came rolling 
Round to my place at dusk today. 
“My dear friend, 

Congratulations! 

At long last the hour has struck! 
There’s a new administration! 

We can now mop the lot of them up. 
Without any compensation 

We're taking the land—it’s ours. 
There are Soviets now in Russia 
And Lenin’s the chief commissar. 
Just think of that, chum, 

It’s happening! 

We're off on our way, we'll advance! 
I came near to dying of happiness 
And my brother he pissed in his pants. 
Did you ever see anything matching it? 
So be of good cheer, bless the day! 
Yes, I’ll be the first to establish 

Our own commune here nightaway!”’ 


Now Pron had a brother, Labutya, 
As much good as your fifth ace: 

If ever some danger threatened 
He’d be first to make himself scarce. 
You surely have seen such people. 
They jabber a lot, they’re a‘bore. 
Labutya had won two white medals 
In the Russo-Japanese war. 
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V1 roslocoM XpHIJIbIM HM MbAHbIM 
Tanyil, 3ax090 B KaOak: 
«IIpocmaBneHHomy noy JIa0aHOM 
Ccyyute Ha 4eTBEpTaAK...» 

TIloTom, HacOcaBLIHcb JO AypH, 
B3BOJIHOBaHHO XH ropsgo 

O cyaBuemca Tlopt-Aptype 
Coceyy cne3u7 Ha meuo. 
«Tony6ank! — 

Kpuyad OH. — 

Iler! 

Mue 601bHO.,. He qymaH, 4TO IIbAH. 
OTBary MOFKO Ha CBeTe 

JIMuIb 3HaeT O7MH JIA0aH». 


Take Bcerya Ha MpHMere. 
XKUBYT, HE MO3OJIA PyK. 

V1 BOT OH, KOHEYHO, B CoserTe, 
Mejasiv 3anpatasi B CyHJYK. 
Ho c TOO Ke BaXKHOK OCAHKOHN, 
Kak He€KHH ceyon BeTepaH, 

X pues! NOW CHByWIHOKM 6aHKON 
IIpo Hepumuck 4 Typyxau: 
«[a, pate! 

MBI rope Buyasn, 

Ho Hac He 3anyruBas crpax...» 
Menasin, MeyaJiv, Meyasin 
3BeHeIM B ero CJIOBAaX. 

On IIpony BbiTaruBasl HepBBI, 
V1 TIpou Martepuii He cy OM. 
Ho Bce X TOT mOexay NepBbIn 
ONnNMcbIBaTb CHErMHCKHA 0M. 


B 3axBaTe Bcerjyja €CTb CKOPOCTB: 
— Jjaemp! Pas6epem noTom! 
Bech xyTop 3a6paJIH B BOJIOCTb 
C xo3aWKaMH HM CO CKOTOM. 
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In a drunken voice, whenever 

He entered a pub, he sang: 

‘Won't you stand a drink to a fellow 
Who distinguished himself at Liaoyang.”’ 
And later, when he’d grown maudlin 
With booze, he would lean across 

To impress upon his companion, 

How sad was Port Arthur’s loss. 
‘Dear fellow,” 

He'd say, 

“Tt’s breaking 

My heart... No, don’t think I’m drunk. 
Liaoyang alone knows how bravely 

I fought on the Japanese front.” 


Such folk, whom you can’t help noticing, 
Laze about, but manage quite well. 
Now, of course, he has a seat in the Soviet, 
In a locked box his medals dwell. 

But with just the same proud deportment 
Of a grey-haired war veteran 

He whcezes over a bottle 

About Nerchinsk and Turukhan 

“Yes. brother, 

We showed our mettle. 

By nothing were we deterred... 


o e je .e # «se 


You'd hear ringing in every word. 
He got on Pron’s nerves intensely 
And Pron would his brother berate. 
Yet he it was went to inventory 
The Snegina house and estate. 


All seizures are hasty: ‘‘Let’s have it! 

In due course we ll sort out what's what!” 
To the district centre they carted 

The chattels. the women, the stock. 
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A MEJIbHHK... 

Mou cTapbii' MeJIbHUK 
XO3Ke€K IIpHBes K CeGe, 
3acTaBHJI MCHA, 6e3eJIbHHK, 
B 4yXXOH KOBbIPATECA CypbOe. 
V1 CHOBa HaXJIbIHyJIO UTO-TO... 
Torya A BCIO HOUb HallposeT 


CmoTpeJI Ha CKPHBJICHHbIM 3a60TOK 
KpacvHBbIM MW UyBCTBeEHHBIM POT. 


A NOMHIO — 

Ona roBopuiia: 

«IIpocrute... bbiia He pasa... 

A My>Ka 6e3yMHO JOOuIAa. 

Kak BCIIOMHWO.,, OONHT FOJOBa... 
Ho Bac 

Ockop6ua Cily4uanHo... 
2KECTOKOCTH ObIJIa MOH Cyl... 
BpblJia B TOM NeyvaJIbHad Taha, 
OTO CTpacTbko IIpecTyNHOM 30ByT. 
KoHe4HO, 

/lo sTOM oceHH 

A 3Hana 6 cuactaMpy{o GBI... 
IJOTOM ObI MeHa BbI OpocHJH, 
Kak BbIMNMTYy!O OyYTbIUIb... 
TIlosTomMy ObiIO He Hao... 

Hy BcTpey... HH BOOOWe MpoyoIKaTh.., 
Tem 6oJlee C CTapbIMH B3rJIayaMu 
Morya A OOMJETb MaTb». 


Ho a nepesesi Ha apyroe, 
YCTaBACh B ee ria3a, 

V1 Teno ee Tyroe 

HeMuHOro Ka4yHyJIOCh Ha3aJ. 
«CKaxKHTe, 

Bam 60JIbHO, AHHa, 

3a Ball XYTOPCKON pa30p?» 
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While the miller... 


My old friend, the miller, 

Took the women to live at his place, 
Thereby, lazy bastard, inducing 

Me to rummage in other folk’s fates. 
Again strange sensations caught me... 
And there was I gazing upon 

Full sensitive lips, now contorted 
With worry, the whole night long. 


‘Forgive me... 

I spoke in error...” 

She said over and over again. 

“T loved my husband terribly. 

Even thinking of it... gives me pain... 
But you 

I was rude to by accident... 

A feeling of guilt troubled me. 

Folk call it a ‘criminal’ passion... 

And hence my severity. 

Of course, 

Up until this autumn 

A happy life could have been mine... 
But then you would have discarded me 
Like a wine bottle drained of wine... 
And that’s why there had to be nothing 
Between us... No more seeing you... 
Because, too, I could have hurt mother 
With all her old-fashioned views.” 


But I switched away from that topic 
And a long close look I threw 

At her young and shapely body, 
She quivered as away she drew. 
‘Tell me, Anna, 

Doesn’t it pain you— 

The ruin of your estate?”’ 
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Ho kak-TO le4aJIbHO MW CTpaHHO 
Oua ONycTHJla CBOM B30P. 
«CMOTPHTE... 

y Ke CBeTaeT. 

3apa Kak NO>%Kap Ha CHETy... 
MHe YTO-TO HallOMHHaeT. 

Ho 4T0o?.. 

A MOHATb HE MOTY... 

AX!., Ja... 

ITO ObINO B WETCTBE... 
pyron.., He oceHHuit paccset... 
MBI C BaMH CHJICJIM BMECTE... 
Ham no mecrHaglaTb Jer...» 


IIOTOM, Oraf[eB MCHA HEXKHO 

Vs ne6ea BbITHyB pyKOK, 

Cka3ajla Kak OYTO HEOpe>KHO: 
«Hy, ao... 

TJopa Ha NOKOH...» 

Iloy Beyep OHM yexaNH, 

Kya? 

A He 3Hato KyJa. 

B paBHHHe, IIpOJIO2KeHHOM BexaMH, 
Tlopory Hanfeulb 6e3 Tpyza. 


He nNOMH#0 TOraliHHx COObITHH, 
He 3Haw, 4TO cyesa TIponu. 

A ObICTpo yMyasica B [Iutep 
Pa3BeATb TOCKY H COH. 
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Cyposble, rpo3Hble roynt! 

Ho pa3Be Bcero OnmMvcaTb? 
CuIbIxaJIM JBOPLUOBbIe CBO! 
CoujaTCcKyt0 Kpeliky!0 «MaTb». 
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With a curious air of confusion 
And sorrow she lowered her gaze. 
“Look it’s growing lighter. 

The sunrise 

Is like a fire in the snow... 

It all reminds me of something... 
But of what? 

I do not know... 

Oh, yes... 

In childhood... Daybreak... 

But it wasn’t an autumn scene... 
You and I were sitting together... 
We had barely turned sixteen...” 


Then with a long look of tendemess, 
Her swanlike arm outstretched, 

She said with seeming casualness: 
‘Well, that’s that... 

It’s time for bed...” 

Late that afternoon they left us. 

For where? 

I have no idea. 

It’s easy to find your direction 

In plains where the landmarks are clear. 


What happened next, I don’t remember. 
What Pron did, I do not know. 

I was off like a shot to Petrograd 

To dispel my heartache and sloth. 


5 


How grim and severe those years were! 
A time no account can span. 

To soldiers’ full-blooded curses 

The vaults of palaces rang. 


350 


Ox, yap! 

Lipetenne B jlasiax! 

Heyapom 4yMa3bIn COpor 

VMrpa no 7BOpaM Ha posAXx 
KoposaM TaMOOBCKHM (OKCTPOT. 
3a xe6, 3a OBeC, 3a KAPTOWIKYy 
My XK 3aJIy4HJI PpamMMO@OH, — 
CJIKOHABA KO3JIMHY!IO HOXKy, 
Tauro ce6e CJlyuiaeT OH. 
CKMMaai OT TIPHObIJIN PyKH, 
PyraaCb Ha BCAKHM HaJior, 

OH MBICJIMT JO YpH O WITyKe, 
KatTaroujenca MexIly HOT. 


Udy roy 

Pa3MalulIHCTO, MbIJIKO... 

Y Wen xue6opo6a rac. 

HeMajJio nompesio B OyTbIIKax 
«KepeHOK» MW «xOyen» y Hac. 
@Medena! KopmMuneu! Kacatux! 
Buajenel, 3eMjien H CKOTOM, 

3a Mapy H3MbI3raHHbIX «KaTeK» 
OH yacT Ce6a BbI,paTb KHYTOM. 


Hy, layjHo, 

JJOBOJIbHO CTOHOB! 

He Hy>KHO HaCMElLIeK H CJIOB! 
CeroygHa po yuacTb IIpona 
MHE M@JIBHHK MpHCJaJI MHCbMO: 
«Cepryxa! 3a Musyro Ayuy! 
IIpuset Te6e, OpatTey! []pusert! 
TbI UTO-TO ONATh B Kpvyuiy 

He Ka>KelIbCa WesIbIX LWeECTh eT! 
Y Tew! 

Co6epiuch, Ha MHJIOCTB! 

II pw2KBapxBan 10 BecHe! 

Y Hac 3]}€Cb TaAKOE CIIYUHIIOCh, 
Yero He pacCkaXKelllb B IIMCbMe. 


351 


High spirits! 

The country in flower! 

Not for nothing the unwashed mob 
Would play to their cows on grand pianos 
The latest Tambov foxtrot. 

The peasant got hold of a gramophone 
For his oats, potatoes or bread, 

And listened to a tango, smoking 

A cheap fag he lick-rolled himself. 

To a fistful of profit clinging, 

At taxes he loudly protests 

And drives himself crazy, thinking 

Of what’s dangling between his legs. 


Years raced along 

At full throttle... 

The peasant’s fortunes ran low 

And rotting, hidden in bottles, 

Were many old-currency notes. 

Country bumpkin! Breadwinner! Rustic! 
The owner of land and stock 

Would permit himself for a couple 

Of dirty old notes—to be flogged. 


Well, that’s enough moaning! 

Mere phrases 

And scoffing won’t help us along! 
Today I had word from the miller 
About what had happened to Pron: 
‘Sergei, bosom friend! Warm greetings 
To you, brother, warm and sincere! 
You haven’t been back to Kriusha 
A long time now—fully six years. 
You know well 

You'll always be welcome. 

In spring come and see us, my dear. 
I can’t put it all in a letter, 

So much has been happening here. 
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Tenepb CTaJI COKOM B Hapoje. 
V1 6yps Mpuuisia B YTOMOH. 
Y3HAahH, 4TO B [BayllaTOM roye 
PaccrpemaH Orso6HH IIpou. 


Pacea... 

JlypoBaa 3bIKb OHA. 

XOlIb Bepb, XOMIb He BeEpb yYLUaM — 
OyHaxkybI oTpayq JlenukuHa 
HarpsnyJI Ha KpHyluiau. 

Bot TyT HM Nowa notexa... 

C motTexvW TakKOH — OKOJIeTB. 
Co Ckpe2xKeTOM H CO CMexOM 
TyibuyJla Ka3alkaa TWJieTb. 
Tora BOT 4 YAKHYyJIM TIpou, 
Jla6yTa XK B CONOMy 3aJ1e3 

VV Borsre3, 

JIMUIb TOJIbKO KOHH 

Ka3al[KHe CKpbIJIHCh B JIeC. 
Tenepb OH NO NBAHOM MOpye 
Eye He yCTajI rOOCHTB: 

«MHe Hy2XHO ObI KpaCHbI OpjjeH 
3a xpa6pocTb MO! HOCHTb». 
CospceM IIpOKaTHJIMCh TY4H... 

V1 xOTb MbI 2KHBeM HE B pal, 
TbI BCe XK NpHe3xKan, roulyOuHk, 
YTEWIHMTb Cy{bOHHY MOVW..,» 


V1 BOT & ONATH B Opore. 

HounHas MIOHBCKasg XMapb. 

BeryT roBOpJIMBble ,poru 

HM m1aTKO HH BaJIKO, kak BCTapb. 
Jlopora JOBOJIbHO xopomaa, 

P aBHHHHad THXaA 3BEHb, 

JIyHa 30NOTOFO MOpoulero 
OcbinaJla ab J€peBeHb. 
MesipKaloT YaCOBHH, KOJIONUbI, 
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The storm has blown over. In general 
Life here has calmed down a lot. 

I must tell you, in 1920 

Ogloblin Pron was shot. 


“In Russia... 

Anything can happen. 

You never know where and when. 

One day the village was raided 

By a bunch of Denikin’s men. 

The fun then really started— 

The fun of the slaughterhouse. 

With gritting of teeth and coarse laughter 
The Cossack whips lashed out. 

They snuffed out Pron. His brother 

In a straw pile hid, and lay 

There dithering 

Till the last of 

The Cossacks had galloped away. 

And still now, when drunk, he’s telling 
Any villager he can waylay: 

“IT merit a Bolshevik medal 

For the bravery I displayed.” 

The stormclouds are well out of sight now... 
And though it’s not Paradise here 
All the same come pay us a visit, 
Bring into my life some cheer...” 
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So here am I back on the road now. 

It’s a clear black night in June. 

It’s rattling, the cart, as we go along 

The same way it used to do. 

The road’s quite a good one, the tingle 
Of country air comes as a thrill. 

The moon with gold powder is sprinkling 
The village that clings to the hill. 

Country chapels and wells, wattle fencing 
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OKOJINUDbI MH IJICTHH. 
Vs cepyue no-cTapomy O6beTca, 
Kak 6n10Cb B aseKne HH, 


A cHOBa Ha MeJIBHHLE... 

EsIbH HK 

YcbmuIaH CBCUbMH CBCTIIAKOB, 
IJo-cTapomy cTapbIM MeJIBHHK 

He MOxeT CBA3aTb ABYX ‘CJIOB: 
«Tony6unk! Bot payocrp! Cepryxa! 
O36, 4an? IIoqn, npogpor? 

[ja CTaBb TbI CKopee, CTapyxa, 

Ha cToJI camMoBap HM MMpor. 
Cepryub! Sonoton! TMocnyman! 
V1 Tol y CTapuk Mo rojao... 
Cenuac 4 3a MHJIy!0 Ayuly 
TIloqapok TeG6e nepeyam». 
«I[Ioqapok?» 

«Het... 

II pocTo NHcbMHIKO. 

a TI He cnewimM, romy6ox! 
IIouTH 4TO Ba MeCALMa C JIMIIKOM 
A c NOUYTHI ero NMPHBOJOK». 


BckpbiBabo.., YHMTato,.. KOHe4HO! 
Ortxkyya xe Gombiue uw «KqaTb! 

Vs novepk Takon Oecne4HbIn, 

VM sJIOHQOHCKasA NewaTh. 


«BbI 2KMBbI?,. 41 OYEHb pasa... 
A TOxKe, Kak BblI, *KHBAa. 

Tak 4acTO MHe CHHTCA orpaga, 
KaJIMTKa H Bally CJIOBA. 
Tenepb & OT Bac fasieKo... 

B Poccux Tenepb anpes. 
VscHHerO 3aBOJIOKON 
TlokpbiTa Oepe3a HM esb. 
Ceityac BoT, koryja Gymare 
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And boundaries past us fly 
And again my heart starts throbbing 
As it did in days gone by. 


I’m back at the mill... 

The fir grove 

With‘ glow-worms is candlebnght. 

As always, he splutters the words out, 
The miller does, in delight: 

“Sergei, what a pleasure! Tea, maybe, 
To thaw out? A sight for sore eyes! 
Come, wife, let’s have on the table 
The samovar and some pies! 

Sergei, my fine fellow! Now listen! 


“You're getting no younger, I fear... 
Well, I have a present to give you 
That I’ve been safe-keeping here.” 
‘*A present?” 

“Not really... 

A letter. 

But no need to rush—I suppose 

It’s nearly two months since I went to 
Collect it for you at the post.” 


I opened ... and read it... Why, naturally, 
Who else could have written me here? 
So casual too is the handwriting 

And the London postmark is clear. 


‘Are you there still?... Why, that’s woriderful!... 
Like you, I keep going and, well, 

Quite often I dream of the wattle fence, 
The gate and of what you said... 

It’s April in Russia now 

And the birches and the fir-trees 

Are seemingly in a blue shroud. 

Now, as I commit to paper 
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Bsepsto «A rpycTb MOHX CJIOB, 

_BbI C MCJIBHHKOM, MOET, Ha Tare 
[loqcnyumMBaete TeTepeBOB. 

A 4acTO XOxXy Ha NpHcTaHb 

M1, TO IM Ha payOcTh, TO Jb B CTpax, 
[iisky cpef{b Cy OB Bce NpHcTaJIbHen 
Ha kKpacHbIM COBeTCKMM Cpiar. 
Tenepb Tam JOCTHIJIM CHIBI. 
Jjopora MOS sCHa... 

Ho BbI MHE IIO-lNpe2xKHeMy MUIIbI, 
Kak poyua HM Kak BecHa». 

ITIHCbMO Kak MNHCbMO., 
BeclipHyvHuo, 

A B KMCTb ObI TAKHX HE NHCaI. 


[Jo-nmpe2xxHemy Cc Wy6OM OBYMHHOK 

Myy A Ha CBOM Ce€HOBaII. 

Myy 4 pa3pocilivimca cayoMm, 

JIMWO 3ayeBaeT CHpeHs. 

Tak MHJI MOMM BCIIbIXHYBIIMM B3riayjaM 
Tlorop6uvBuInhica nyeTeHb. 

Koryjla-To y TOM BOH KasIMTKH 

MhHe ObIJIO WIeCTHaaWarTb Jer. 

Vs yesyuika B OeN0M HakHyKe 

Cxka3aJia MHe JIacKOBo: «Her! » 


Jjamekve MHJibie ObIH!.. 
Tor 06pa3 BO MHE HE yrac. 


Mb Bce B 9TH FOsbI WHOOKIIN, 
Ho, 3Haynt, 
JIro6M1M H Hac, 


Aneapd 1925 
Baryom 
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The bitter grief that I feel, 

You're out with the miller, maybe, 
Hearing grouse call across the field. 

I often come down to the quayside 
And with maybe joy, maybe fear, 

I look at the ships and stare keenly 

If a Soviet red flag’s flying here. 
Over there things are getting better. 

I see a clear road opening... 

You are dear tome now, just as ever, 
Dear as my native land and the spring...” 


A letter. 
For no special reason. 
The sort I would never write. 


With a sheepskin coat, as previously, 

To the hayloft I go for the night, 
Throught the overgrown orchard wending 
My way, lilac brushes my face. 

So dear is the tumbledown fencing 

To my suddenly excited gaze. 

It was there by that very gate standing 
That a lad of sixteen or so 

Heard a girl in a snow-white mantle 

In accents caressing say no. 


Those dear, long gone years! Her image is 
As bright now as ever it was. 


So much love we had then for others, 
And others too 
Also loved us. 


January 1925 
Batumi 
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YEPHbIH YEJIOBEK 


I\pyr MOH, pyr MOM, 

SI O4eHS MH OYEHS GOTH. 

Cam HE 3Hal0, OTKY]{a B3ANACh 9TAa GOIIb. 
To JIM BeTep CBUCTHT 

Haj lycTbIm HM 6e3J1tOAHbIM NOJIeEM, 

TO JIb, KaK POLy B CCHTHAOph, 

OcbimaeT MO3PrH aJIKOrOJIb. 


[ouIOBa MOA MallleT yluaMH, 
Kak KpbIJIbaAMM NTH. 

Ex Ha wee HOrM 

MasyunTb OOJIbIIe HEBMOUB. 
UepHbIn 4EJIOBEK, 

Uepupin, YepHbIn, 

UepuHbin 4eOBeK 

Ha KpOBaTb KO MHE CagMTCca, 
UepuHbin YesIOBeK 

CmaTb He aeT MHE BCIO HOB. 


UepHbin YeJIOBeK 

BogMT nasibl[eM NO Mep3KON KHure 
V1, rHycaBa HaylO MHOH, 

Kak Haj| yCOMUIHM MOHAX, 

ONTaeT MHE >KH3Hb 

Kakoro-TO MpoxBocTa H 3a6yJbIrH, 
Harouaa Ha {yllly TOCKy H cTpax, 
UepHbin 4esIOBeK, 

Uepupin, 4epHbin! 


«Cyan, Clywan, — 
BopMoueT OH MHe, — 
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THE MAN IN BLACK 


Friend, friend of mine, 

I’m gravely ill, I’m sickening. 

I’ve no idea what causes me such pain. 
Is it the wind 

Over empty wasteland whistling, 

Or alcohol denuding, 

Like an autumn grove, my brain? 


My head is flapping its ears, 
Like a winged bird flying. 
To stay put on my neck-foot 

Is beyond its might. 

The man in black, 

The black, black 

Man in black 

Sits on the bed beside me, 

He won't let me sleep 

But keeps me awake all night. 


The man in black 

Down a vile book’s page runs a finger, 
In nasal tones, 

Like a monk bending over a corpse, 
He reads me the Life 

Of a rogue and a hard drinker, 
Weighing my heart down 

With painful, fearsome thoughts. 

The black, black 

Man in black! 


“Listen, listen!”’ 
He mutters, ‘“‘Listen to this! 


360 


B kuure MHOFo NpekpacHenIHx 
MbIcy1enw HW MJIaHoB. 

TOT 4eIOBeK 

I[poxuBall B CTpaHe 

CaMbIx OTBpaTHTeJIbHbIX 
[pomMwil M4 WapsaTaHos. 


B peka6pe B TOM CTpaHe 

Cuer (0 bABOIIA 4KCT, 

Vs MeTesIM 3aBO]AT 

Becesble NpavJIKH, 

BbiJI YeIOBEK TOT AaBaHTIOPKCT, 
Ho caMon BBICOKON 

Vssyumen MapKkH. 


BbIJI OH H3ALeH, 

K TOMY >K OST, 

XOTb C HEOOJIBUION, 

Ho yxBaTHCTON CHJIOLO, 

Vs Kakyt0-TO XKe€HUJMHY 
Copoka C JIMUIHHM JI€T, 
Ha3pbIBaJI CKBEpHOM JeEBOUKON 
Vs cBoero MHJIOIO». 


«CuacTbe, — roBOpuI OH, — 
EcTb JIOBKOCTb YMa H PYK. 

Bce HeJIOBKHe YW 

3a HeCUaCTHbIX BCera H3BeECTHBI. 
ITO HHMYELO, 

UTO MHOrO MyK 

IIpHHOCAT H3JIOMaHHBbIe 

Vs JoKMBbIe XKeECTHI. 


B rpo3nl, B OypH, 

B 2KMTeHCKY10 CTbIHb, 

II pu Taxebix yTpaTax 

VY korga Te6e rpycTHo, 

Ka3aTbCA YJIbIGUMBBIM HM MIpOCTbIM — 
CaMoe BBICIIee B MHpe HCKYCCTBO». 
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In the book there are many superb 
Ideas and projects. 

This person 

Lived in a country that was, alas, 
Full of the most repulsive 
Tricksters and robbers. 


“The December snow in this country 

Is devilish white 

And the blizzards there spin distaffs 
With jollity. 

This person was an adventurer all right, 
But one of the best, 

Ofthe highest quality. 


‘He was an exquisite fellow, 

A poet too, 

A capable lad, as for strength— 
He had enough of it. 

A woman just over forty 

He did woo, 

He called her a naughty girl 
And his beloved. 


‘“Happiness, he’d say, 

Is deftness.of hand and brain. 
All clumsy souls 

Are ever known as wretched. 
It doesn’t matter a damn 
That so much pain 

Is caused by artificial 

And lying gestures. 


“In gale and thunderstorm 

And when life grows chill, 

In times of deepest sorrow, 

Loss, disaster, 

To seem as blithe as ever, smiling still— 
There is no loftier art a man can master.” 
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«YepHbin YeOBek! 

TbI He CMeeLIb 9TOFO! 
TbI Bey{b He Ha Caryx6e 
YKUBELIb BOJONAZOBON. 
YTO MHe JO *KH3HM 
CkaHJJaJIbHOro M09Ta, 
[Iloxamyucra, J pyrum 
Ontan MW paccka3biBan». 


UepHbin 4eJIOBeK 

I’ AQUT Ha MCHA B ynop. 

VM srna3a NOKpbIBarloTca 
Tony6ou OneBoTON, — 
CNOBHO xO4UCT CKa3aTb MHE, 
UTO A *KYJINK HM BOP, 

Tak 6€CCTbIQHO HM Haro 
O6okpaBlIMM KOrO-TO. 


[pyr Moi, apyr Moi, 
XA o4eHb MH O4eHS OOH. 


CaM He 3Hab, OTKy/a B3AaCb 9TA OOM. 
TO 1M BeTep CBHCTHT 

Hay nycTbim XH 6e3s11OHbIM NOseM, 

TO Jb, KaK POy B CeHTAOph, 

OcpinaeT MO3rH ayIKOroNb. 


Houb Mopo3uHasg, 

Tux NOKON Mepekpectka. 

A OHH y OKOUIKa, 

Hu rocra, HH Apyra He «Dy. 
Bca paBHvHa NOKpbira 
Cpinyyen HW MATKOM H3BECTKOH, 
VV pepespa, Kak BCayqHHKH, 
CbexayIMCb B HallleM Cajly. 


[I ye-To naauerT 

Hounaa 310BeWIana NTHIYA, 
JjepeBaAHHbIe BCaqHHKH 
CeroT KONBITJIMBbIM CTYK. 
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“How dare you, man in black, 
Tell me such things! 

Your occupation 

Is not the cleaning of sewers. 
The life-story of that poet, 
Who liked wild flings, 

Does not touch me. 

Go tell it to the curious!” 


The manin black 

Now gives me a long straight look 
And his eyes grow bleary, 

Blue vomit-hued and strange, 

As if he wishes to tell me 

I’m a crook 

Who has robbed somebody 
Brazenly, without shame. 


Friend, friend of mine, 

I’m gravely ill, I’m sickening. 

I’ve no idea what causes me such pain. 
Is it the wind 

Over empty wasteland whistling, 

Or alcohol denuding, 

Like an autumn grove, my brain? 


It’s a frosty night. 

On the high road all is tranquil. 

I sit by the window 

Awaiting no visitor, no friend. 
Shifting powdery quicklime 

Covers the valley 

And the trees muster in our orchard 
Like mounted men. 


The ill-omened bird of night 
Is crying somewhere. 

The wooden cavalry scatter 
The patter of hooves. 
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BOT ONATb 3TOT YEPHbIN 

Ha Kpecyio Moe caJMTCa, 
[TIpHnogqHAB CBOM WHJIMHAp 

V1 OTKHHYyB HeOpexKHO CFOpTyK. 


«Crywian, ciylian! — 

X pHIIMT OH, CMOTPA MHE B JIHI(O, 
Cam Bce 671m>Ke 

Vs Osm>Ke KJIOHUMTCA, — 

A He Bue, YTOO KTO-HHOy]b 
M3 nogyeyos 

Tak He€HyXXKHO H riyno 

Crpayjay] 6ecCOHHMLEH. 


Ax, MOJIO2%KMM, OLWUHO6ca! 

Bejb HbIHYE JIyHa, 

OTO Ke HYKHO elle 
HanoeHHomy ApemMonw MHpuky? 
MOX€T, C TOJICTbIMH JISKKaMH 
‘TanHo npuyet «OHa», 

V1 ThI Oypelllb YNTATh 

CBOFO JOXJIYIO TOMHYIO JIMpHKy? 


AX, JIKOOJIEO A MOSTOB! 
3a6aBHbiM Hapoj. 

B HMX BCerjla HaxXOXy A 
Mcropup, cepally 3HakKOMy!o, — 
Kak lIpbliuaBow KypcHcTKe 
J|IMHHOBOJIOCHIN ypory 

TOBOpHT O MHpax, 

TIoOBOM MCTeKaaA HCTOMONW. 


He 3Hatbo, He NOMHW, 

B oJ{HOM cejie, 

Moxet, B Kasyre, 

A MOX€eT, B Pa3aHH, 

YK MaJIbuWK 

B npocTou KpeCTbAHCKON CeMEE, 
XKEJITOBOJIOCHIN, 

C roulyObIMH ra3aMiH... 
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The man in black sits again 

In my easy chair, 

Doffs his top-hat, parts his coat 
With a manner aloof. 


“Listen!” 

He rasps, staring me in the face, 
And ever closer bends 

To admonish me: 

“I don’t think I’ve ever yet seen 
A commonplace 

Rogue so needlessly plagued 
By insomnia. 


“Well, supposing I am wrong. 
Look, the moon shines bright. 
What more do you think 

The drowsy world is needing? 
Maybe the woman you dream of 
Will come, thick-thighed, 

And to her your stinking love lyrics 
You'll start reading? 


“I simply adore young poets, 
They’re so amusing! 

Their stories I always find 

So trite and corny— 

A long-haired freak: 

Chats up a pimply girl-student, 
Talks of other worlds 

But in fact he just feels horny. 


“In a village somewhere— 
I don’t remember which— 
Near Kaluga, was it, 

Or near Ryazan, maybe, 
There once lived a boy 

In a plain peasant family, 
‘Tow-coloured hair 

And fair blue eyes had he... 
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Vs BOT CTaJI OH B3POCJIbIM, 

K TOMy XK NOST 

XOTb C HEOOJBLUION, 

Ho yxBaTHCTON CHIIOL, 

Vs Kakyto0-TO 2KeHIMHy, 
Copoka C JIMUIHHM JIeT, 
Ha3bIBaJI CKBepHOM JEBOUKON 
VscBoer0 MHIJIO}O». 


«YepHbIh 4esIOBeK! 

TbI Ipe€CKBeEpHBIM FOcTs. 
OTa CylaBa JaBHO 

IIpo Te6a pa3HOCuTca». 
A B36elleH, pas bapen, 
Vs neTHT MOA TpOCcTL 
IIpamo k Mopfe ero, 

B mepeHocuiy... 


... Mecall ymep, 

CHHEECT B OKOLIKO paccseT, 
AX TbI, HOU! 

OTOoO TbI, HOUb, HAKOBepKasia? 
AB WWIMHpe CTORO. 

Hukoro CO MHOM HET. 

A OH... 

V1 pa36uToe 3epKano... 


14 nonbpa 1925 
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‘“‘He grew up to be a man, 

A poet too, 

A capable lad, as for strength— 
He had enough of it. 

A woman just over forty 

He did woo, 

He called her a naughty girl 
And his beloved.” 


“You, man in black, 

Are a loathsome guest indeed! 
In that reputation 

You have long been basking,” 
I retort in fury. 

With sudden anger I seethe. 
Down on the bridge of his nose 
My stick comes crashing... 


...1n the window blue dawn gleams, 
The moon’s disappeared. 

What a topsy-turvy night! 

I’m all in a dither, 

Standing, wearing my top hat. 
Nobody’s here. 

I’m On my own... 

And facing a shattered mirror... 


November 14, 1925 
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NOTES 


“Barefoot on Midsummer Eve...” (p. 39) Night-long revels in the 
countryside on Midsummer Eve were a tradition dating from pagan 
times. Celebrations continued on Midsummer’s Day. 


“Come, Russia, proud wings plying..” (p. 83) Alexei Koltsov (1809-42) 
wrote poems about peasant life and toil, many of which became folk 
songs. Nikolai Klyuev (1887-1937), a peasant poet‘ obsessed with 
patriarchal and mystical ideas, whom Esenin criticised for his lack of 
originality. The Vytegra and Shuya are rivers in North Russia from 
which Klyuev hailed. Alexei Chapygin (1870-1937), author of peasant 
origin who wrote, about the peasant movement in Russia, he was a 
firm friend of Esenin’s from 1915. 


“Head of green tresses...” (p. 95) Lily Kashina, owner of an estate in 
Konstantinovo, spent summers there with her two children. Esenin 
was a frequent visitor to her house in the spring of 1917. 


Cantata (p. 97) These verses, forming the middle part, were Esenin’s 
contribution to a three-part “‘Cantata’’ performed to music at the 
unveiling by Lenin in Moscow on November 7, 1918, of a memorial, 
designed by the sculptor Sergei:/Konenkov, commemorating those fallen 
in the revolutionary struggle “for peace and the brotherhood of 
nations”. 


“Iam happy as heaven above...” (p. 137) The first of a cycle of poems 
‘Love of a Hooligan’, dedicated to Avgusta Miklashevskaya, an 
actress at the Kamerny Theatre in Moscow. They met shortly after 
Esenin returned from: his travels abroad in August 1923. ‘“‘We met 
every day for a month,” she recalled. ““We roamed Moscow, drove 
out of town and went for long walks there. It was early autumn. 
‘With you I feel like a schoolboy, Esenin would say to me softly 
with a smile... Most often we met in cafés and he would recite each 
new poem to me in a low voice.” 


Letter to Mother (p. 149) The poet’s mother, Tatyana Fyodorovna Esenina 
(1875-1955), lived in Konstantinovo almost to the end of her days. 
She could neither read nor write but was a splendid story-teller and 
sang to her children songs ‘to verses by Pushkin, JLermontov and 
other poets. 


“Gradually we are now departing...” (p. 153) A poean prompted by the 
sudden death of the poet’s close friend Alexander Shitryaev on 
May 15, 1924. 
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Returning Home (p. 157) The old man was Esenin’s grandfather on his 
mother’s side, Fyodor Titov, with whom the poet lived: for several 
years in his boyhood. 

Mention of the old dog barking ‘‘as in Byron’ is a reference to the 
First Canto of ‘Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage’ where Byron’s hero, 
bidding farewell to his native land, says: 


Perchance my dog willwhine in vain, 
Till fed by stranger hands; 

But long ere I come back again 

He'd tear me where he stands. 

Soviet Russia (p. 171) Alexander Sakharov (1894-1952), who worked 
in a publishing house, was a friend of Esenin’s and they visited Kon- 
stantinovo together in May 1924. Esenin had not in fact been away 
from the village “for eight years’, having frequently visited it before 
his travels abroad. 

Semyon Budyonny (1883- 1973),- Civil War hero, commanded the 
First Cavalry Army in the early years of the Red Army. At Perekop 
in the Crimea in November 1920 the Red Army in bitter fighting 
defeated Wrangel’s White forces. 

Demyan Bedny (1883-1945), a poet whose satirical political poems 
illustrated with cartoons were immensely popular at this period. 


The Ballad of the Twenty-Six (p. 185) This poem was written for the 
sixth anniversary of the execution of 26 Baku commissars by counter- 
revolutionary forces on September 20, 1918. Soviet rule had been 
proclaimed in Baku shortly after the October Revolution but follow- 
ing foreign armed intervention and the Civil War the Baku Commune 
fell on July 31, 1918. On August 4 British forces entered the city. 
The leaders of the Baku Commune were arrested and shot. In 1920 
their remains were brought to Baku and buried in a central city square 
named after them. Esenin read this ballad at a public meeting in 
Baku marking the sixth anniversary of their death. 

Georgi Yakulov (1884-1928), artist and sculptor, designed one of the 
projects for a memorial to the 26 commissars. 


Stanzas (p. 197) Pyotr Chagin (1898-1967) was at that time editor of the 
Baku Worker newspaper, in which many of Esenin’s poems appeared. 
Esenin’s friendship with Chagin during the poet’s visit to the Caucasus 
in 1924-25 was very fruitful. 


Persian Themes (p. 209) Esenin never visited Persia, though he very much 


wished to. He was well acquainted with the work of such classic 
poets as Saadi, Omar Khayyam and Firdausi. 


“Land to which blue hues...” (p. 245) Hélia was the name Pyotr Chagin’s 
six-year-old dlaughtcr Roza liked to call hersclf, after some actress. 


To Kachalov’s Dog (p. 247) Vassili Kachalov (1875-1948), a leading 
actor at the Moscow Art Theatre, was a close friend of Esenin’s. 
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“I’ve never seen women so pretty...” (p. 261) Shura—the affectionate 
form of the name Alexandra—was Esenin’s younger sister who at 
the age of 13 in the autumn of 1924 came to Moscow to attend 
school there. 

“Aurevoir, my friend, aurevoir...” (p. 291) The last poem Esenin wrote. 
On December 24, 1925, he arrived in Leningrad from Moscow and for 
three days met friends, many of them in his room at the Hotel 
Angleterre. On December 27 he told a friend that there was no ink in 
the hotel room and he had had to write a poem that morning in his 
own blood. He put the poem into a friend’s pocket, telling him to 
read it later. It remained unread until the following day, when 
the poet was already dead. 


Pugachev (p. 295) Written in March-August 1921, during a long journey 
in the Volga region and Central Asia, where he visited scenes of the 
greatest ever peasant uprising, led by Emelyan Pugachev, in the 
1770s. The uprising, during which Pugachev’s forces captured Kazan, 
Saransk, Penza, Saratov and other major towns, was ruthlessly 
crushed and Pugachev was publicly executed in Moscow on January 
10, 1775. Esenin intended the verse play for performance and read 
it to the Meyerhold Theatre company but it was not staged in his 
lifetime. 

“Even if he's not Peter...”—Pugachev claimed to be Peter the 
Third. . 


Lenin (p. 305) Lenin’s death came as a great shock to Esenin. He spent 
several hours by Lenin’s bier in the Hall of Columns in Moscow, 
watching the mourning crowds pass by. 

This. excerpt from “‘Gulyai-Polye”’, a long poem about the Russian 
Revolution which Esenin did not live to complete, was published in 
1924, shortly after Lenin’s death. 


Anna Snegina (p. 313) Written in the winter of 1924-25. Alexander 
Voronsky (1884-1943) was then editor of two journals which 
published many of Esenin’s poems. Liaoyang in Manchuria was the 
scene of a major battle in the 1904-05 Russo-Japanese war. Ner- 
chinsk and Turukhan were places of exile in Tsarist Russia. 


The Man In Black (p. 359) Plans for this poem date from the time of 
Esenin’s travels abroad in 1922-23, when it is thought he. wrote the 
first version. Contemporaries recall him reciting a longer variant. He 
prepared the present text for publication in November 1925, shortly 
before his death. 


REQUEST TO READERS 


. Progress: Publishers would be glad to have 
your opinion of this book; it translation and 
design and any suggestions you may have for 
future publications. 

Please send all your comments to 17, Zu- 
bovsky Boulevard, Moscow, USSR. 


View of the Oka River from 
the village of _Konstantinovo 


The poet’s mother 
Tatyana Fyodorovna and 
his father 

Alexander Nikitich. 1905 


The Esenin museum in Konstantinovo 
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Sergei Esenin with a group of soldiers. 1916 


ss ies 
: 
a 


ae 


— 


be 


it 

a 

oe 
S 


a 


Q 
ft 
E ae : 
ao 


Sergei Esenin and Sergei Gorodeisky, Petrograd. 1916 


ee 


Sergei Esenin and 
‘Nikolai Klyuev, 
Peirograd. 1916 


Sergei Esenin and Isadora Duncan, Moscow. 1923 
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Sergei Esenin. 1924 


Zinaida Raikh, the poet’s first wife, with their children Tanya and Kostya. 1924 


Sergei Esenin with his mother 
Moscow. 1925 
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Shaganeh Talyan, 
schoolteacher in Batumi, to 
whom the Persian Themes 
cycle was dedicated 
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Family photograph: Sergei Esenin with his wife Sofia Tolstaya (seated), his sisters 


Alexandra and Ekaterina with their husbands Vassili Nasedkin and Alexander 
Sakharov. Moscow. 1925 


JIBIOAH AYIA 


2p ene gn aa 


— | BCEPOCCHHCHUM wi TosToB. ot 


eer me cjoBpo—npod . A. WEHTESIH 


YHACTBYIOT MOJTBI: 


CHMBOANGTS | KONCTPYRTHBRETH 


EG ak © Roe 3 JlesouTMn, eae Axcenos, B. MuGep, H. CenbeuncHua, 
K. HoBunxes, Mi. Pyxasuumnunos, f. Yynxos. A. Tymanibia. 


_ARMERCTHI ‘HEOPO ANTHEE 


H. Apyes, 1. ANToxonbcHmd, Apro. 
M. 3eunenuy, H. Muuace, fi. Cuoceines. 


WMARAnHCTH | MOCKOBCKHR APHAC 


6. Slanuu, H. Wepyxaecumé, B. Monuua. 


COSTEPNETI | tsa 


“ DBHOUMCT HL 


Bepexrogp, 5. 3yGaiom, B. Macr. 

HaY¥anoO B S uac. geoiunte 

“f x50 om 22 pk SO. genes ep Ie sac) a 2 Hormerapsecou Mysee exegnenme 1 x05 sae. mn 
——— — _ Greener. yespoutes agi Os = 6. “See Ser REera, SO S 


PS See OS 


Poster advertising a Poetry of Our Day recital. 1923 
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Sergei Esenin’s funeral. December 31, 1925 
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